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TO 

THE READER. 



The Editor of this little Volume noas a 
person of considerable literary dfilities and 
judgment : and had he not been taken to his 
reward early in lifej this production proves^ 
that mankind might have been much benefited 
hy his judicious labours. As a Collection 
it is inferior to none in the kingdom. And 
as the Compiler was justly esteemed for his 
piety and vivacity of spirit, so has he made 
choice of those pieces that cannot failf if duly 
attended to, to instil into the* mind of the 
Header the looe of virtue and true religion ; 
abstracted from all illiberal ideas and pe- 
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ddntic notions J which are only of marCs iru 
vention. 

He was not confined in his sentiments to 
any particular human system ; but the tenor 
of his conduct J private and public^ proved him 
to be actuated ^ by the best principles — The 
hoe of God, and of all Mankind, From 
such abilities J thereforCy it is natural to jex- 
pect the most agreeable productions ; and 
herein, we apprehend, the judicious reader 
mil not be disappointed. 
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ON 

CREATION. 

MILTON. 

The Son 
On his great expedition now appeared. 

Girt with omnipotence, with radiance crowned 

Of m^esty divine; sapience and love 

Immense, and all The Father in Him shone. 

About His chariot numberless were pour'd 

Cherub and Sera^^, Potentates and Thrones, 

And Virtues, winged Spirits, and chariots wing'd 

From th' armoury of GoD, where stood of old 

Myriads between two brazen mountains lodged 

Against a aol^oan day, hamess'd at hand, 
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Cdestial equipage : and now came forth 
Spontaneous, for within them spirit liv'd, 
Attendant on their Lord: Heaven open'd wide 
Her ever-during gates, harmonious sound 
On golden hinges moving, to let forth 
The King of Glory, in his powerful Word 
And Spirit coming to create new worlds. 
On heavenly ground they stood, and from the shore 
They viewM the vast immeasurable abyss 
Outrageous as a sea, dark, wasteful, wild, 
Up from the bottom tum'd by furious winds 
And surging waves, as mountains to assault 
Heaven's height, and with the centre mix the pole. 

Silence, ye troubled waves, suid thou deep peace. 
Said then th' omnific Word, your discord end : 
Nor staid, but on the wings of Cherubim 
Uplifted, in paternal glory rode 
Far into Chaos, and the world unborn; 
For Chaos heard Hb voice : Him all His train 
Followed, in bright procession, to behold 
Creation, and the wonders of His might. 
Then staid the fervid wheels, and in His hand 
He took the golden compasses, prepared 
In God's eternal store, to circumscribe 
This Universe, and all created things ; 
One foot he centred, and the other tum'd 
Round thro' the vast profundity obscure. 
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And said, Thus far extend, thus far thy boondsy 
This be thy just circumference, O world ! 

Thus God the heaven created, thus the earth. 
Matter uuform'd and void : darkness profound 
Covered th' abyss; but on the wat'ry calm, 
His brooding wings the Spirit of God outspread. 
And vital virtue infus*d, and vital warmth 
Throughout the fluid mass, but downward purged 
The black, tartareous, cold, infernal dregs. 
Adverse to life: then founded, tlien conglob'd 
Like things to like, the rest to several place 
Disparted, and between spun out the air. 
And earth, self-balanc'd, on her centre hung. 

Let there be light, said God, and forthwith h'ght 
Ethereal, first of things, quintessence pure. 
Sprung firom the deep, and from her native east 
To journey through the aery gloom began. 
Spher'd in a radiant cloud, for yet the sun 
Was not, she in a cloudy tabernacle 
Sojoum'd the while. God saw the light was good ; 
And light from darkness by the hemisphere 
Divided : light the Day, and darkness Night 
He nam'd. Thus was the first day ev^n and mom 
Nor pass'd uncelebrated, nor unsung 
By the celestial quoirs, when orient light. 
Exhaling first from darkne^, they beheld; 
Birth-day of heaven and earth : with joy and shout 



Th^ hollow universal orb they fill'd. 
And touch'd their golden harps^and hymning prais'd 
OpD and His works, Creator Him they sung. 
Both when first evening was, and when first mom. 

Again. God said, Let there be firmament 
Amid the waters, and let it divide 
The waters from the waters ; and God made 
The firmament, expanse of hquid, pure. 
Transparent, elemental air, difius'd 
In circuit to the uttermost convex 
Of this great-round ; partition firm and sure : 
The waters underneath, from those above, 
Dividing : for as earth, so He the worid 
Built on circumfluous waters calm, in wide 
Crystalline ocean, and the loud misrule 
Of Chaos fiir removed, lest fierce extremes 
Contiguous, might distemper the whole frame : 
And heaven He nam'd the firmament : so ev'n 
And morning chorus sung the second day. 

The earth was form'd, but in the womb as yet 
Of waters, embryon inunature involved. 
Appeared not : over all the face of earth 
Main ocean flowed, not idle, but with warm 
Prolific humour, soft'ning all her glebe. 
Fermented the great mother to conceive, 
Satiate with genial mobture : when God said. 
Be gathered now, ye waters under heaven, 




Into one place, and let dry land appear. 
Immediately the mountains huge appear 
Emergokt, and their broad bare backs upheave 
Into the clouds, their tops ascend the sky : 
So high as heaved the tumid hills, so low 
Down sunk a hollow bottom, broad and deep, 
Cq>aciousbed of waters: thither they 
Hasted with glad precipitance, uproU'd 
As drops on dust conglobing firom the dry ; 
Part rise in crystal wall, or ridge direct, 
For haste ; such flight the great command impress'd 
On the swift floods : as armies at the call 
Of trumpet (for of armies thou hast heard) 
Troop to their standard, so the wat'ry throng, 
Wave rolling after wave, where way they found. 
If steq>, with torrent rapture; if through plaiui 
Soft ebbing ; nor withstood them rock or hill : 
But they, or under ground, or circuit wide, 
With serpent-error wand'ring, found their way, 
And on the washy ooze deep channels wore ; 
Easy, ere God had bid tlie ground be dry. 
All but within those banks, where rivers now 
Stream, and perpetual draw their humid train. 

The dry land. Earth, and the great receptaele 
Of congregated waters He call'd Seas, 
And saw that it was good, and said. Let th' earth 
Put forth the verdant grass, herb yielding seed, 



And fruit-tree ]^ielcling fruit after her kind. 

Whose seed is in herself upon the earth. 

He scarce had said, when the bare earth, till then 

Desert and bare, unsightly, unadom'd. 

Brought forth the tender grass, whose verdure clad 

Her universal face with pleasant green; 

Then herbs of every leaf, that sudden flower'd, 

Opening their various colours, and made gay 

Her bosom smelling sweet ; and these scarce blown. 

Forth flourbh'd thick the clusf ring vine, forth crept 

The smelling gourd, up stood the corny reed 

EmbattePd in her field ; and th' humble shrub 

And bush, with frizzled hair implicit: last 

Ros^ as in dance, the stately trees, and spread 

Their branches hung with copious fruit, or gemm'd 

With blossoms; with high woods the hills were 

crown'd. 
With tufb the valleys, and each fountain side, 
With borders 'long the rivers : that earth now 
Seem'd like to heav'n, a seat where gods might 

dwell, 
Or wander with delight, and love to haimt 
Her sacred shades: though God had not yet rain'd 
Upon the earth, and man to till the ground 
None was, but from the rarth a dewy mist 
Went up, and water*d all the ground, and each 
Plant of the field, which, ere it was in th' earth. 




God madcy and every herb, before it grew 
On the green stem ; God saw that it was good : 
So ev'n and mora recorded the third day. 

Again th' Almighty ^>ake, Let there be lights 
High in th' expanse of heavli, to divide 
The day from night ; and let them be for signs. 
For seasons, and for days, and circling years, 
And let them be for lights, as I ordain 
Their office in the firmament of heaven 
To give light on the earth : and it was so. 
And God made two great lights, great for their use 
To man ; the greater to have rule by day. 
The less by night altem: and made the stars, 
And set them in the firmament of heaven 
To illuminate the earth, and rule the day 
In their vicissitude, and rule the night. 
And light fi-om darkness to divide. God saw. 
Surveying His great work, that it was good : 
For of celestial bodies first the sun, 
A mighty sphere. He fram'd, unlightsome first. 
Though of ethereal mould ; then form'd the moon 
Globose, and every magnitude of stars, 
And sow'd with stars the heaven thick as a field : 
Of light by far the greatest part he took. 
Transplanted from her cloudy slirine, and plac'd 
In the sun's orb, made porous to receive 
And drmk the liquid light, firm to.retain 
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Her gather*d beams, great palace now of fight - 
Hither, as to their fountain, other stars 
Repairing in their golden urns draw light. 
And hence the morning planet gilds her horns; 
By tincture or reflection they augment 
Their small peculiar, though from human sight 
So far remote, with diminution seen. 
First in hb east the glorious lamp was seen. 
Regent of day, and all th' horizon round 
Invested with bright rays, jocund to run 
His longitude thro' heaven's high road ; the grey 
Dawn, and the Pleiades before him danc'd, 
Shedding sweet influence : less bright the moon. 
But opposite in levelFd west was set 
His mirror, with full face borrowing her light 
From him, for other light she needed none 
In that aspect, and still that dbtance keeps 
Till night, then in the east her turn she shines^ 
Revoly'd on heaven's great axle, and her reign 
With thousand lesser lights dividual holds. 
With thousand thousand stars, that then af^pear'd 
Spanghng the hemisphere : then first adom'd 
With their bright luminaries that set and rose; 
Glad ev'ning and glad mom crowned the fourth day. 

And God said, Let the waters generate 
Reptile with spawn abundant, Uving soul ; 
And let fowl fly above the earth, with wings 



IKsplay^d on the open firmament of heaTen.. 
And God created the great whales, and each 
Soul living, each that crept, which plenteously 
The waters generated by their kinds. 
And every bird of wing after his kind ; 
And saw that it was good, and bless'd them, saying, 
Be fruitful, multiply, and in the seas, 
And lakes, and running streams, the waters fill ; 
And let the fowl be multipl/d on th' earth. 
Forthwith the sounds and seas, each creek and bay,. 
With fry innumerable swarm, and shoals 
Of fish that with their fins and shining scales 
Glide under the green wave, in sculls that oft 
Bank the mid sea : part single, or with mate. 
Graze, tiie sea-weed their pasture, and thro' groves^ 
Of coral stray, or sporting with quick glance. 
Show to the sun their wav'd coats dropt widi gold ;; 
Or m tlieir pearly shdls at ease, attend 
M<»st nutriment, or under rocks their food 
In jointed armour watdi : on smoodi the seal. 
And bended dolphins play: part huge of bulk 
Wallowing unwieldy, enormous in their gait. 
Tempest the ocean ; there leviathan, 
Hngest of living creatures^ on the deep ' 
Stretch'd like a promontory, sleeps or swims,. 
And seems a moving land, and at his gills 
Draws invalid at his trunk qpoiits out^ a sea^ 

&2 
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Meanwhile the tepid caves, and fens, and ihores 
Their brood as num'rous hatch, from th' tgg that 

soon 
Bursting with kindly rupture, forth disclos'd 
Their callow young, but feather'd soon and fledge 
They summ'd their pens, and soaring th' air sublime, 
With clang despis'd the ground, under a cloud 
In prospect ; there the eagle and the stork 
On clifis and cedar tops their eyries build : 
Part loosely wing the region, part more wise 
In common, rang'd in figure wedge their way. 
Intelligent of seasons, and set forth 
Their aery caravap, high over seas 
Flying, and over lands with mutual wing 
Easing their flight i so steers the prudent crane 
Her annual voyage^ borne on winds ; tlie air 
Floats as they pass, fann'dwith uunumberM plumes : 
From branch to branch the smaller birds with song 
Solaced tlie woods, and spread their painted wings 
Till even, nor then the solemn nightingale 
Ceas'd warbling, but all night tun'd her soft lays : 
Others on silver lakes and rivers bath'd 
Their downy breasts ; the swan, with arched neck 
Between her white wings mantling proudly^ rows 
Her state with oary feet ; yet oft they quit 
The dank, and rising on stiff pennons, tow'r 
The mid aerial sky : others on ground 
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Walked fimi ; the crested cock, whose clarion sounds 
The sflent hours ; aud th' other whose gay train 
Adorns him colour'd with the florid hues 
Of rainbows and starry eyes. The waters thus 
With fish replenished, and the air with fowl, 
Ev'ning and mom solemnized the fifth day. 

The sixth, and of Creation last, arose 
With evening harps and matin, when God said, 
Let th' earth bring forth fowl living in her kind. 
Cattle, and creeping things, and beast of th' earth. 
Each in their kind. The earth obey'd, and strait 
Op'mug her fertile womb, teem'd at a birth 
Innumerous living creatures, perfect forms 
LimbM and fully grown : out of the ground uprose, 
As from, his lair,, the wild beast^ where he wons 
In forest wild, in thicket, brake or den :. 
Among the trees in pairs they rose,, they walked r 
The cattle in the fields and meadows green i. 
Those rare and solitai^, these in flocks 
Past'ring at once,., and in broad herds up-sprung. 
The grassy clods now calv'd, now half appeared. 
The tawny lion, pawing to get free 
Hb hinder parts,, then springs as broke from, bonds, 
And rampant shakes his brinded mane : the ounc^ 
The libbarb, and the tiger, as the mole 
Rising, the crumbled earth above them threw 
In hillocks : the swift stag from under ground 



12 

Bore up his branching head : scarce from his mould 

Behemoth, biggest born of earth, upheav'd 

His vastness: fleecM the flocks and bleating rote. 

As plants : ambiguous between sea and land 

The river horse and scaly crocodile, 

At once came forth whatever creeps the ground 

Insect or worm : those wav'd their limber fans 

For wings, and smallest lineaments exact 

In all the liv'ries deckM of summer's pride. 

With q^ts of gold and purple, blue and gre^ : 

These as a line their long dimension drew. 

Streaking the ground with sinuous trace : not all 

Minims of nature ; some of serpent kind. 

Wondrous in length and corpulence, involved 

Their snaky folds, and added wings. First crept 

The parsimonious emmet, provident 

Of future, in small room large heart enclosM, 

Pattern of just equality perhaps 

Hereafter, join'd in her popular tribes 

Of commonalty : swarming next appeared 

The female bee, that feeds her husband drone 

Deliciously, and builds her waxen cells 

With honey stor'd; the rest are numberless: 

But thou their natures know'st, and gav'st them 

names 
Needless to thee repeated ; nor unknown 
The seipen^ subtlest beast of all the fields 
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Of huge extent sometimes, with brazen ejes 

And hairy mane terrific, though to thee 

Not noxious, but obedient at thy call. 
Now heaven in all her gloiy shcme, and roU*d 

Her motions, as the First Great Mover's hand 
First wheel'd their course : earth in her rich attire 
Coosummate, lovely smil'd ; air, water, earth. 
By fowl, fish, beast, was fiown, was swum, was walk'd 
IVequent : but of the sixth day yet remain^ ; 
There wanted yet the master-work, the end 
Of all yet done ; a creature who, not prone 
And brute as other creatures, but enduM 
With sanctity of reason, might erect 
His stature, and upright with firont serene 
Govern the rest, self-knowing, and firom thence 
Magnanimous, to correspond with heaven : 
But grateful to acknowledge whence his good 
Descends ; thither with heart, and voice, and eyes 
Directed in devotion, to adore 
And worship God supreme, who made him chief 
Of all lib works : therefore th' Omnipotent 
Eternal Father (for where is not He 
Present ?) thus to hb Son audibly spake : 

Let us make now Man in our image, Man 
In our similitude, and let them rule 
Over the fish and fowl of sea and air, 
Beast of the field, and over all the earth. 
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And every creeping thing that creeps the ground. 
This said, He form'd thee, Adam, thee, O man ^ 
Dust of the ground, and in thy nostrils breathed 
The breath of life : in His own image He 
Created tiiee, in the image of God 
Express, and thou becam'st a living soul. 
Msde He created thee, but thy consort 
Female for race ; then blessM mankind, and said,. 
Be fruitful, multiply, and fill the earth. 
Subdue it, and throughout dominion hold 
Over the fish of sea, and fowl of th' air. 
And every living thing that moves on th' earth, 
Wherever thus created ; for no place 
Is yet distinct by name : thence, as thou know's^ 
He brought thee mto this delicious grove. 
This gardm, planted with the trees of GoD^. 
Delectable both to behold and taste ; 
And freely all their pleasant fruits for food 
Gave thee ; all sorts are here that all th' earth yields^ 
Variety without end ; but of the tree. 
Which tasted, works knowledge of good- and evil, 
Tliou may'st not ; in the day thou eat'st, thou dy'st ; 
Death is the penalty impos'd, beware, 
And govern well thy appetite^ lest Sin 
Surprise thee, and her black attendant Deaths 
Here finish'd He, and all that He had made 
Viewed, and behold all was entirely good ; 
So ev'n and mom accomplished the sixth day: 
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Yet not till the Creator from His work 

Desisting though unwearied, up retum'd, 

Up to the heaven of heavens. His high abode; 

Thence to behold this new-created world, 

Th' addition of His entire, how it show*d 

Id prospect from His throne, how good, how fiiir, 

AnswViog His great idea. Up He rode, 

FoUow'd with acdaoKition and the sound 

Symphonious of ten thousand harps that tun'd 

AngeUc harmonies : the earth, the air 

Resounded, (thou remember'st, for thou heard'st) 

The heavens and all the constellations rung, 

The planets in their stations listening stood. 

While the bright pomp ascended jubilant. 

Open, ye everlasting gates, they sung. 

Open, ye heavens, your living doors ; let in 

The Great Creator, from His work returned 

Magnificent, His six days wcMrk, a World ! 

Open, and hencefprtli ofit, for Go a will deign 

To visit oft the dwelhngs of just men. 

Delighted, and with frequent intercourse 

Thither will send lib winged messengers 

On errands of supernal grace. So sung 

The glorious train ascendiug : He through heaven^ 

That opened wide her blazing portals, led 

To God's eternal house direct the way, 

A broad and ample road, whose dust is, gold 
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And pavement stars, as stars to thee uppetar. 
Seen in the galaxy, that milky way. 
Which n^tly as a circling zoae thou seest 
Powder'd with stars. And now on earth the aevcoA 
Evening arose in Eden, for the sim 
Was set, and twilight from the east came on. 
Forerunning night ; when at the holy mount 
Of heaven's high-seated top, th' imperial throne 
Of Godhead, fix'd for ever firm and sure. 
The Filial Power arriv'd, and sat him down 
With his Great Father, for He also went 
Invisible, yet stay'd, (such privil^e 
Hath Omnipresence) and the work ordain'd, 
Author and end of all things, and from work 
Now resting, bless'd and hallow'd the seventh daj^ 
As resting on that day from all His work ; 
But not in silence holy kept ; the harp 
Had work and rested not, the solemn pipe. 
And dulcimer, all organs of sweet stop. 
All sounds on fret by string of golden wire 
Temper'd soft tunings, intermixed with voice 
Choral or unison : of incense clouds 
Fuming from golden censers, hid the mount. 
Creation and the six days acts they sung : 
Great are Thy works, Jehovah, infinite-. 
Thy power! what Thought can measure Thee, or 
tongue 
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Kehte Thee ? greater now in Thy return 

Than from the giant augeb ; Thee that day 

Tby thunders magnify'd ; hut to create 

Is greater than created to destroy. 

Who can impair Thee, Mighty King, or hound 

Thy empire ? easily the proud attempts 

Of spirits apostate and their counsels vain, 

Thou hast repell'd, while impiously they thought 

Thee to diminish, and from Thee withdraw 

The number of Thy worshippers. Who seeks 

To lessen Thee, against hb purpose serves 

To manifest the more Thy might : his evil 

Thou usest, and from thence creat'st more good. 

Witness this new-made world, another heaven 

From heaven-gate not far, founded in view 

On the clear hyaline, the glassy sea. 

Of ampUtude almost immense, with stars 

Num'rous, and ev'ry star perhaps a world 

Of desUn'd habitation ; but Thou know*st 

Thebr seasons : among these the seat of men. 

Earth with her nether ocean circumfiis'd, 

Their pleasant dwelling place. Thrice happy men. 

And sons of men, whom God hath thus advanced. 

Created in His image, there to dwell 

And worship Him, and in reward to rule 

Over His works, on earth, in sea, or air, 

And multiply a race of worshippers 
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Holy and just : thrice happy if they know 
Their happiness, and persevere upright. 
So sung they, and the empyrean rung 
With hallelujahs : thus was sabbath kept 



MORNING HYMN. 

MILTON. 

These are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty ! Thine this universal frame. 

Thus wondrous fair; Thyself how wondrous then ! 

Unspeakable, who sit'st above these heavens 

To us invisible, or dimly seen 

In these Thy lowest works ; yet these declare 

Thy goodness beyond thought^ and power divine. 

Speak ye who best can tell^ ye sons of light. 

Angels ; for ye behold Him, and with songs 

And choral symphonies, day without night 

Circle His throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven, 

On earth join all ye creatures to extol 

Him first. Him last. Him midst, and without end. 

Fairest of stars, last in the train of night. 

If better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown'st the smiling moia 
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With thy bright circlet, praise Him in thy sphere, 
WhOe day arises, that sweet hour of prime. 
Thou sun, of this great world both eye and soul. 
Acknowledge Him thy greater, sound His praise 
lo thy eternal course, both when thou climb'st. 
And when high noon hast gain'd, and when thou 

faU'st. 
Moon, that now meet'st the orient sun, now fly'st 
With the fix'd stars, fix'd in their orb that flies. 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 
lo mystic dance not without song, resound 
Hb praise, who out of darkness call'd up fight. 
Air, and ye elements, the eldest birth 
Of nature's womb that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix 
And nourish all things; let your ceaseless chang* 
Vary to our Great Maker still new praise. 
Ye mists and exhalations that now rise 
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or grey. 
Till the sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold. 
In honour to the world's Great Author rise. 
Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolour'd sky. 
Or wet the thirsty earth with falling showers, 
Rising or fiilling, still advance His praise. 
His praise, ye winds, that from four quarters blow. 
Breathe soft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines^ 
With every ptuit, in sign of worsh^ wave. 
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Fonntains, and ye that warble, as ye flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune His praise. 
Join voices, all ye living souls ; ye birds 
Tliat singing, up to heaven gate ascend. 
Bear on your wings and in your notes His praise. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep, 
Witness if I be silent, mora or even. 
To hill, or valley, fountain, or fresh shade 
Made vocal by my song, and taught His praise. 

Hail, Universal Lord, be bounteous still 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gathered ought of evil or conceal'd, 
Disperse it, as now light dispek the dark. 



ADAM'S RELATION TO RAPHAEL 

OP THE 

FIRST SURVEY HE TOOK OF HIMSELF. - 

MILTON. 

X OR man to tell how human life began 
Is hard ; for who himself beginn'mg knew? 
I>esire with thee still longer to converst 



\ 
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Induc'd me. As new wakM from soundest sleep 
Soft <m the flowery lierb I found me laid 
Id balmy sweat, which with his beams the sun 
Soon diy'd, and on the reeking moisture fed. 
Strait toward heaven ray wond'ring eyes I turned. 
And gaz'd awhile the ample sky, till raisM 
By quick instinctive motion, up I sprung. 
As thitherward endeavouring, and upright 
Stood <m my feet ; about me round I saw 
HiU, dale, and shady woods, and sunny plains, 
And liquid lapse of murm'ring streams ; by tliese. 
Creatures that liv'd and mov'd, and walk'd or flew. 
Birds on the branches warbling ; all things smil'd 
With firagrance, and with joy my heart o'erflow'd. 
Myself I then perus'd : and limb by limb 
Surveyed, and sometimes went, and sometimes ran 
With supple joints, as lively vigour led : 
But who I was, or where, or from what cause. 
Knew not ; to speak I try'd, and forthwith spake ; 
My tcmgue obeyM, and readily could name 
Wbate'er I saw. Thou sun, said I, fair light, 
And thou enlightened earth, so fresh and gay ; 
Ye hills and dales, ye rivers, woods, and plains, 
And ye that live and move, fair creatures, tell, 
TeU, if ye saw, how came I thus, how here ? 
Not of myself ; by some Great Maker then. 
In goodness and in power pre-eminent ; 
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Tell me, how may T know Him, how adore, 
From whom I have that thus I move and live. 
And feel that I am happier than I know. 
While thus I call'd, and stray'd I knew not whither. 
From where I first drew air, and first beheld 
This happy light, when answer none returned. 
On a green shady bank, profiise of flowers. 
Pensive I ssit me down; there gentle sleep 
First found me ; and with soft oppression seized 
My drowsed sense, untroubled, though I thought 
I then was passing to my former state, 
Insenable, and forthwith to dissolve : 
When suddenly stood at my head a dream, 
Whose inward apparition gently mov'd 
My fancy to believe 1 yet had being, 
And liv'd : One came, methought, of shape divine. 
And said. Thy mansion wants thee, Adam, rise. 
First man, of men innumerable ordainM 
Fwst father ; call'd by thee, I come thy gtiide 
To the garden of bliss, thy seat prepar'd. 
So saying, by the hand He took me rais'd. 
And over fields and waters, as in air. 
Smooth sliding without step, last led me up 
A woody mountsun whose high top was plain; 
A circuit wide, inclos'd with goodliest trees 
Planted, with walks and bowers, that what I saw 
Of earth before scarce pleasant seemed. Each tree 
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Loaden with Purest froit, that hung to th' eye 

Temptiog, stirr'd in me sudden appetite 

To pluck and eat : whereat, I wakM, and found 

Before mine eyes all real, as the dream 

Had lively shadow'd^ here had new begun 

My wand'rii^, had not He who was my guide 

Up hither, from among the trees appear'd. 

Presence Divine. Rejoicing, but with awe, 

In adoration at His feet I fell 

Sabmiss ; He reared me, and. Whom thou sought'st, 
I AM, 

Said mildly, Author of all this thou seest 

Above, or round about thee, or beneath ; 

This paradise I give thee, count it thine. 



ADAM'S 



PENITENTIAL REFLECTIONS AFTER 

HIS FALL. 



MILTON. 



O MISERABLE of happy ! is this the end 
Of this new glorious world, aiid me so late 
Tlie glory of that glory, who now become 
Accurs'd of blessed ? Hide me from the face 
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Of GoD» Whom to behold was then my he^bt 
Of happiness ! yet well, if here would end 
The misery ; I deservM it, and would bear 
My own deservings ; but this will not serve : 
All that 1 eat or drink, or shall beget, 
Is propagated curse. O voice once heard 
Delightfully, Increase and multiply. 
Now death to hear ! for what can 1 increase 
Or multiply, but curses on my head ? 
Who, of all ages to succeed, but feeling 
The evil on him brought by me, will curse 
My head ? Ill fare our ancestor impure. 
For this we may thank Adam : but his thanks 
Shall be the execration ; so besides 
Mine own that bide upon me, all from me 
Shall with a fierce reflux on me redound. 
On me as on their natural centre, light 
Heavy, though in their place. O fleeting joys 
Of paradise, dear bought with lasting woes! 
Did I request Thee, Maker, from my clay 
To mould me man ? Did I solicit Thee 
From darkness to promote me, or here place 
In this.deUcious garden ? As my will 
Concurred not to my being, it were but right 
And equal to reduce me to my dust. 
Desirous to resign and render back 
All I received, unable to perform 



•^ 
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^liy (enns too hard, by which I was to hold 
*!%€ good I sought not To the loss of that, 
Soffidedt penalty, why hast thoa added 
*Ihe sense of endless woes? Inexplicable 
' Ihj justice seems : yet; to say truth, too late 
I thus contest ; then should have been refus'd 
Those terms whatever, when they were proposed : 
Thou didst accqit them ; wilt thou enjoy the good. 
Then cavil the conditions ? and though God 
Made thee without thy leave, what if thy son 
Prove disobedient, and reprov'd, retort, 
Wherefore didst thou beget me ? I souglit it not : 
Wouldst thou admit for his contempt of thee. 
That proud excuse? yet him, not thy election. 
But natural necessity begot. 
God made thee of choice his own, and of his own 
To serve him ; thy reward was of his grace, 
Thy punishment then justly is at his wilL 
Be it so, for I submit ; his doom is fair, 
That dust 1 am, and shall to dust return i 
O welcome hour whenever ! why delays 
His hand to execute what his decree 
Flx'd on this day ? why do I overlive, 
Why am I mock*d with death, and lengthened out 
To deathless pain ? how gladly would I meet 
Mortality my sentence, and be earth 
iosen8&>le I how glad wduld lay me down 

c 







As m niy iiiojdiq:'3,l^! itib^i^ J sl^fMlllliS^ 
And8leq)i9ctcia|?ei; Hi^.di«adfh^vQi^;fl|C|qiefi% 
Would thunder iqi m^ es^ uq (^ 4>|^;Worsi»r 
To me and jto m^^ ojB^i^fiiig^.would, tor9iWKt,n9ii 
With c|rud e^peotatip^f^ Yet one d^jtt)^ « 
Pursue jui^stiU»,le9t,aD I ;c«^iQt<li^; 
Lest tlis^t pure >reatl^iof,li&, th^a^t of i9Wk>, 
Whiph QoD inspir'd^tcaDaot togeth^i^ p^BujIi 
With this €Oipore9l f\qd ; thea^ii), ^he gruyw^. 
Or in some oth^c.di^alipl^c^ wJl^.fa^wihx 
But I shall dici a livii^df^ { O thQUgh|^> 
HoiTi<[l,,if>tru^,l yetyvhy? itw^f-buthfi^satb; 
Of life^thajt sinn'd; whatdies but wfaatliadfUfe 
And sip? th^,bpd^|wopf^j had oieitbcir. 
All of me then shall die : let this, a^pt^^ise. 
The doubt,, sipce hi,^Qai;i r^^f no fuiithec .k||QWl» : • 
For though the Lor(i.p|laU hem&fite^ 
Is his wrath.also.? be it^ m^isrnQt so^ 
But mortal dooiu^. Hpw A^n,h««eiiQrQise 
Wrath without ,enc(^o^ mau whom.defiiib imualjeiMtf 
Can he make. deathless death f that weie .tomahe ^ 
Strange contradictj^Pji whicbito 6.QD. hiHwelfei 
Impossible is heldy.a^.aicgiupont ? 
O(weakj;iess,.notpfpow^ Willhe.difiWAOttl^ 
For angec'^ sake, fiuit^ to,in$i^ 
In punish'd mai^ ta^sii^i^Jiiltii^Miii 
Satisfied n^fifeirl %VFm<tA^/e9tl94fi 
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His senteMU bisytfttd dm'mi&tMaiMimi 

By which ^atf^afMMfii ei§^flc 

To the leceptioii of their matterii^y 

Not to th' extent of their own sphere. But say 

That death be not dm^itfclke, ia I suppos'd, 

Bereaving sense, but endless misery 

Fronhtilis^ day- ouWtBrd, ifdiTch I fe^ be^tttf 

Both in me, and wittlbttt nke, and so last 

To perpetuity : Ay me 4 tin* fear 

Comes thundering back with dreadful revolution 

On my defeucete^ tteM; bbth'Death and I 

Are ibufid'ieternaly' and incorporate both. 

Nor I on my patt single, in m^ all 

Postetity stands curs'd : fan* patrimony 

That I must leave ye, Sons ; were I able 

To waste it alT myseff, aifd leave ye none f 

So disinb^iCed/hbw would ye bles^ 

Me, n6w ybur cutse ! Ay, why shbuld alF mankind' 

For one main's fault tiius guiltless be condemned, 

If gdiltfels ? but from me what can proceed, 

But all borrupt, both mind and will depraved,' 

Not to do only, but to will the same 

With me ? how -can they then acquitted stand 

In sight of iGrOD ? Him after all di^mtes 

Forced I absolve 1 all my evasions vain. 

And reasomngs, tho' thro\igh mazes, lead me still 

But to my own oonvictibti ; first and last 
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On me, me onlyy as the source and spring 
Of all corruption, all the blame lights due ; 
So might the wrath 1 



ADAM AND EVE EXPELLED 
PARADISE. 



MILTON. 



1 HE hour precise 
Exacts our parting hence ; and see the guards. 
By me encampM on yonder hill, expect 
Their motion, at whose front a flaming sword. 
In signal of remove, wares fiercely round : 
We may no longer stay — go, waken Eve : 
Her also I with gentle dreams have calm'd. 
Portending good, and all her spirits compos'd 
To meek submission : thou at season fit, 
Let her with thee partake what thou hast heard. 
Chiefly what may concern her faith tolmow, 
The great deliverance by her Seed to come 
(For by the woman's seed) on all mankind : 
That ye may live, which will be many days, 
Botli in one faith unanimous, though sad. 
With cause for evils past, yet much more cheer'd 
With meditation on the happy end. 



^' 
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He ended, and they both descend the hilt ; 
Besceoded, Adam to the bow'r, where Eve 
Lay sleepbg, ran before, but found her wak^d ; 
And thns with words not sad, she hun recehr'd : 
'* Whence thou retum'st> and whither wenfit, 
I know; 
For God b also in sleep, and dj'eams adv^- 
Which he hath sent propitious, some great good 
Presaging, since with sorrow and heart's distress 
Wearied I fell asleep: but now lead on ; 
In me is no delay ; with thee to go. 
Is to stay here ; without thee here to stay. 
Is to go hence unwilling ; thou with me 
Art all tilings under heaven, fll places thou, 
Who for my wilful crime art banish'd hence. 
This further consolation yet secure 
I carry hence ; though ail by me b lost. 
Such favour I unworthy am vouchsaPd, 
By me the prombM Seed shall all restore/' 

So spake oiur mother Eve, and Adam heard 
Well pleas'd, but answer'd not ; for now too nigh 
Th' Arch-Angel stood, and from the other hill 
To their fix'd station, all in bright array 
The Cherubim descended ; on the ground 
Gliding meteorous, as evening mist 
Rb'n from a river o'er the marish glides, 
And gathers ground fast at the lab'rer^s heel 
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Hoiiiew^:l«tni9iing. Hi^ miUimtBfimme^ 
The l>rm}]8hf4;W«^fM4.Qf God beffm t^mnAhtfi 

Hq^uitoj^r^ t|if|t tempcwite ^liwe : mkvmt 
In cither hand the hastening angel eauglpt 
Our liDg!^gipfMre)its,.fpdrto.th'repfitefi| f^ 
L44 tbefn idirect, 4|nd ;4QWa the o)iff as CmI 
TotbefRitQect^dptoin; thai d^ppear'd. 
They look^ig bac^^ qU th'.eajBtc^ jide behfbi 
Of paradise, so bte't^ir bappy sept/ 
Wav'd oyer by Mu^ ftMIUQg bam^f Ibe gale 
With drea^fiiljMes ttoong^d^ and fi§sy ATills : 
Some n;|tiuf9i4€Att;tbey dropt; )>ot wip^ tbfeoijMQii. 
The w^l4 in^s .niU befQVe,tlw9i> iijhwre.tpjdiQQW 
Their place of imU Md ¥imtiw» ^mr %\Mf^ 
They hand ip]hf|n4« i^il^ w^'iriog steptaod slow» 
Through £;^^UKd^ Ibek soJitaiy way. 



FRQ1|I THE 

SECOND CHAPTER 
WJSWM OF SOIOMON. 
How is .ovr tf(Wifm lo ^ fiiture Mind, 
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And with what wibtiity ottfictves HkieehFe ! 

Aiftis MD^ state, <4'ttngddfy cfy>h<Mir>R% 
The days of^WadfeltlKPw wAUMalOCidl 
Detth tt 6111 ' ctlliiD'AMMby la Tafhtifite'tftn^ 
%^Bliy the^M«rw, and jdly \Mi tb lite ; 
When oooe* we to the' gnive <iH6eiid, in Vldh • 
Hope everto Ti^iii/iadkl titcMfte ligafai. 
Chance ^gate IIS Urki, 'dfanee -^M«i'd bilbr Ijirilde 

'Iraaiey 
Norknow ifehow/iAnw4ff,'or*t¥hehiSe weaiibe: 
jSmoke is oar lifteath,li«t>Mti bhr^i^ttl pkit. 
That warms, and nfov^, "attd litMlMt^b biirlieaft^ 
Wbieb, oiiee c&tingnbh'd, W vb 'mate »^U^ ; 
Then shall we be,^1f Weiie'^rliiid btai. 
Oor'woiks shall itH itk daik oblividti Ke, 
And with oohidves otir Hefy niai^ 'shall die$ 
Silent, fofgol, to kld!hin% we j-^fMHr, 
To dust diir 1>6dles, ^and omr'sovdn to ah*. 

We vanish iike a cload, that tfWes iX!i hitth 
To exhalations ftbtn the flowiog eaitli, 
Drawn np, and pahited b^ tfte Mar rays, 
A beanteons -be^ it ^hile disptayd ; 
But sooti dissohrVI, itB^oit-fiv'd^lorydicNn^ 
And to its parciht «arth in tekts ttt^ttA : 
View all the heatcM arotikid, nor cah yMi iiad 
The path it pass'd, or mark its trace behind. 
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Come Itt OS then the present hoar employ ; 
Nor to the faithless future trust our joy ; 
Let us fiom care the wrinkled Ibrehead smooth. 
Let us in age revive the sweets of youth. 
Pour out rich wines, the costly ointments brings 
With all the Uooming flowers that grace the spnng; 
Let the fresh vidkt and the new4)om rose 
A smiling ehaplet for our brows compose. 
Entwine our temj^, ere ye dic^ ye flow'rs I 
Short is your date of life, and short is ours. 
Lef s print each hour with jdeasure, ere it pass^ 
Leave monuments of joy in every place. 
That may our revellings and us survive. 
Show we <mee were, and teach our sons to live. 
Lose not the little portion &te allows^ 
That is man's lot— this all the heaven he knows. 

Thus they, who from the ways of truth dedine^ 
Pervert their reason to confirm their sin ; 
The mists of sensual lust so doud their eye,. 
They can*t the mysteries of God descry,. 
Or taste the pleasing hope^ and heavenly rest^ 
The pious transports of the righteous breast ; 
They know not man for noUe views designed. 
Nor fed the worth of their immortal mind ;. 
On transitory things they fix their bliss^ 
And lose the better life to come for this^ 
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A 

PARAPHRASE 

OF THE 

LATTER PART OF THE SIXTH CHAPTER 

OP 

ST. MATTHEW. 

THOMSON. 

It HEN my breast labours with oppressive care, 
And o'er my cheek descends the falling tear ; 
While all my warring passions are at strife^ 
Oh ! let me listen to the words of life ! 
Raptares deep-felt His doctrine did impart, 
And thus He rais'd from earth the drooping heart. 

Think not^ when all your scanty stores afford 
Is spread at onoe upon the sparing board ; 
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
While on tlie roof the howling tempest bears ; 
What further shall this feeble life sustain. 
And what shall clothe these shiv'ring limbs again. 
Say, does not life its nourishment exceed ? 
And the &ir body its investing weed ? 
Behold ! and look away your low despaur— 
See the light tenants of the barren air : 
To them, nor stores, nor granaries, belong. 
Nought bat the woodland and the pleasing song ;:. 

Q2 
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Yet, your kind heav'nly Father bends his eye 
On tiiie least wing that flits along the sky. 
To him they »Bg, when «prkig renews the. plain, 
To him they cry in winter's pinching reign ; 
Nor is tfieir mHBiq, nor Ih^ir plaipt in vain : 
He hears the gay, and th^ distressful call, 
And with unsparinj boiinfy fiUs them all. 

Observe the rising lily's snowy grace. 
Observe the various vegetable race ; 
Th^y nether toil, nor iqpii^ but carokis grow. 
Yet see bow warmth^ bliuih»bow bright they gkMrl 
What re^ vestmrats can with them compare I 
What king so ahining ! or what queea so feirl 

If, cepseless^ thus the 6Hiris of heaven he foeda» 
UoHtt the fields such Ineid robes he spieada ; 
Will he not cane for you, ye Ruthless, ^ay I 
Is he un^riie ? or, are ye less than they ! 



MW^^W 



QJ>£ ON jeOLUS's M4RP. 

THOMSON. 

Ethbma^ m^ iidudutaato of »r. 

Who hymn your God amid the secfet groW'; 
Ye unseen beings to n^ barp repair^ 

;4^rW^ Btf^jjeilk MittBi^ Of' ttdll m Iw^. 
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Those tender notes, how kindly they upbnid f 
With what soft woe tfa^y thrill the lover's hearty 

Sure from the hand of some unhappy maid. 
Who dy'd of love, these sweet complainings part. 

fiat haik ! that istHlfti Was 6f a #a¥^ tone ; 

On the deep strings his hand some hermit throws; 
Or be, the sacred hard * ; who sat alone, 

lo the drear w^Ute, and wept his people's woes. 

Such was the Sbtig Wfaldi Zion^s cUtd^h §tiilg, 
When by £ti|^hrate$' sti^^sUn th^^ thiid^ tHKIr 
plaint ; 

And to such sadly soldnn h(Ms lite sU^ddg 
Angelic MtpSy to sOOthe a dyihg Mat. 

Methinks 1 heat* the full c^lestikl choh^, 

Thro* heavli's high ddttre their MM khiheth. 
nii^; 
Now diskhting cleaf, ^d not<r tb^y ^I coh^fii^ 

T6 Iwdl the Idfly hymn, frontt pfoise Uf prOik. 

Let m^ yfe ^tiiPfih^ s^iiHt^ dffh^ tHiM, 
wbcr, as ^M ftn^ pir6ttipti "fdh itiixSi ^it^l&itgf ;, 

Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join'd, . 
For uff 5^^ 6^Ml^ illy- nMM wi(^j(JHf iif sinlg; . 
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HASSAN; 
THE CAMEL-DRIVER. 

AN ORIBKTAI. BCLOGUE. 

COLLINS. 
Scent, The Deaert.^Time, Mu^Day. 

In silent horror o'er the boundless waste 

The driver Hassan with his camels past. 

One cruse of water on his back he bore. 

And his light scrip contaiu'd a scanty store ; 

A fiui of painted feathers in his hand. 

To guard his shaded hctd from scorching sand. 

The sultry sun had gain'd the middle sky» 

And not a tree, aiid not an herb was nigh ^ 

The beasts, with pain, their dusty way pursue^ 

Shrill roared the winds, and dreary was the view ! 

With desp'rate sorrow wild, th' affrighted man 

Thrice sigh'd, thrice struck his breast, and thus. 

began: 
*' Sad was the hour, aud luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz' walls 1 bent my way V^ 

Ah ! little thought I of the blasting wind. 
The thirst or pinching hunger that I find ; 
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Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst assuage 
Whea fiiib this cruse, his unrdentkig rage ? 
Sooo shall this scrip its precious load resign ; 
Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine f 

Ye mute con^Muiions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal share ! 
Here, where no springs m murmurs break away. 
Or moss-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 
Which pkiins more bless'd, or verdant vales bestow : 
Here rocks alone, and tasteless sands, are found. 
And faint and sickly winda^ for ever howl arouod* 
** Sad was the hour„ and luckless was the day, 
^' When first from Schiniz' wsaUs 1 bent my way l*^ 

Cursed be the gold and silver which persuade 
Weak men to follow fiu-'&tiguing trade ! 
The lily peace outlines, the silver store. 
And life is dearer than the golden ore : 
Yet money tempts us o'er the desert brown» 
To ev'iy distant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea;. 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 
Ah! why was ruin so attractive made. 
Or why food man so. easily betray*d ? 
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Why heed we not, whHst mad We haste akiifg, 
The gentle voice of peace or pleasute^s tsong ? 
Or wherefore think the iiow'ry moutitainVftidiey 
The fountain's murmurs, and the ▼alky's prid^^ 
Why think we these less pleasing to behold. 
Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold? 
*' Sad was the hour, and luckless Was the d^y, 
*' When first ftx>m Schirais* walk I iK^t my wi^ I'' 

O cease my fears I-^AII frtidtie as I go. 
When thought creates utmtimber'd !i«eiies 6f iVide ; 
What if the Hon in his rage t meet ! 
Oft in the dust I view his printed feet : 
And fearfid ! oft, when day's declining %bt 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner il^ht^ 
By hunger rous*d, he scours the groaning plaiii, 
Gaiint wolves and Sullen tigers hi his &M i 
Before them Death with shrieks dn^t the^ WHy^ 
Fills the wild yeH, and leads them ib ^eir pfey. 
'< Sad was the hotff, and hickless was the da)p, 
" When first fi-om Sehirai* walls I ^bMmy way P* 

At that desxi faom*, the sffmt Mp ifttifl «Aep, 
If aught of rest I fifrd^ tipMr iTfy f^^* 
Or some swoln aetpetft tWrst hfS sSfld^ M^vM^ 
And wake to ^Affdtk wMkil buMiif Hv^Ml 
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Tbrice Imffj they, the we «<Nitented poor. 

From last of wealth and dread of death secure ! 

Tbey tempt no deierts, and no griefi they find; 

Peace rules the day where reason rules the mind. 
He said, and cali'd oo heaven to hless the day. 
And hack to Schiras' walk he bent his way. 



VIRTUE ALONE AFFORDS TRUE 

HAPPINESS. 

POPE. 

What nothing earthly givea» or can destroy. 
The aoul-s cafan sunshine, and the heartfelt joy. 
Is Virtue's prise! A better would you fix \ 
Then give Humility a coacb and six ; 
Justice a cdnq'ror's sword, or Truth a gewvn. 
Or Ptthhc Spirit ita great eure-^a crown. 
Weak, fooliah nan! will hcav'n reward us there 
With the saane trash ikiad mortals wish for here I 
The boy and nan an indWidual makes, 
Tetnigb'M thou now lor apples and for cakes} 
Go, like the Indimi, m anelber life 
Bqwct % dog,, thy bottle, a^d thy wife: 
Ail well as dream such trifles are assign'd» 
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Rewards^ that either woald to virtue brib^- 
No joy, or be destmctiye of the thing : 
How oft by these at sixty are undone 
The virtttes of a saint at twenty-one ! 
To whom ean riches give repute, or tmst. 
Content, or pleasure, but the good or just ? 
Judges and senates have been bought with gold^ 
Esteem and love were never to be sold. 
O fool ! to think God hates the worthy mind^ 
The lover and the love of humankind. 
Whose life b healthful, and whose conscience dear. 
Because he wants a thousand pounds a year. 
Honour and shame from no condition rise ; 
Act wdl your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in men has some small difference made^. 

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 

The cobler apron'd, and the parson«gowtt!d, . 

The friar hooded, and the monarch crown*d. 

*' What difler more (you cry) than crown and cowl!" 

I'll tell you, friend ; a wise man and a fool. 

You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk. 

Or, cobler-iike, the parson will be drunk, 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow. 

The rest is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o'er with titles, and hung round with 
strings. 

That thou may^st be by kmgs, or whores of kiiigs^. 



^ 
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Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race^ 

lo quiet flow from Lncrece to Luoreoe : 

fiat by your father's worth, if your's yoa rate. 

Count me those only who were good and great 

Go ! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 

Has crept through scoundrels, ever since the flood. 

Go! and pretend your family is young ; 

Nor own your fathers have been fools so long. 

What can ennoble sots^ or slaves, or cowards ? 

Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howsurds. 

Look next on greatness ; say where greatness lies ? 

'* Where, but among the heroes and the wise/' 

Heroes are much the same, the point's agreed, 

From Macedonia's madman to the Swede : 

The whole strange purpose of their lives, to find 

Or make an enemy of all mankind ! 

Not one looks badiward, onward still he goes. 

Yet ne'er looks forward further than his nose. 

No less alike the politic and wise ; 

An fly slow things with circumspective eyes ; 

Men in their loose unguarded hours they take^ 

Not that themselves are wise, but others weak. 

Bat grant that those can conquer, these can cheat ^ 

Tis phrase absurd, to call a villain great ; 

Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave, 

b but the more a fool^ the more a kuave. 




Who DoUeeads by HoUe tocJMB'dbtMw, 
Or, failing, mniitoi in eKile>«r in ointiiis; 
Likc^'g^^d Aurdius tet kim ragi^ or blocd 
Like ScwMes, tiiat nwi ts^eatitDdkeed. • 
What's fame ? a iMicy'd life in-otimr's brealb, 
,!i tHiiig-bajoiid us, ev'n-befove Our^dntth. 
Just Dvhat you iwar youhave, <aiid mkatfs itafaidfm 
Thci'Miile ifny lord) if Tally %• or ^wrnwn. 
All tiiitt m fiBd of it begins «nd ^^ds 
In the small cirde of our foes or Urieikls; 
To dll beside as mnch an eaiply -shade, 
An fiugene living, as aOesitr dead; 
Alike or when, or where, they shone, onhiM^ 
Or on the •Rubicon, or 'on tbe Rhine. 
A!wil's-a ^ther, and a chiefs a rod; 
An honest man^s the. uobliest woik of <GoB. 
Fame but Irom death a villain's name can saipe, 
As justise tears his body from the grave ; 
When what t' obUvion better were resigned. 
Is buiig onfaigblo f)otson>half inankitid. 
All ^me is^foreif^, but of tme deeeitt; 
Plays Tound the head, -but eomcB'notto ibib iiMffl': 
One self-«{>pfroviB^ hour wbole ^pears outweigbft 
Of stupid starers, and of loud huiaas ; 
And more true joy MareeUusexii'd fsels. 
Than Cassar with a senate ^ fab heels. 
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h parts superior what advantage lies? 

Tell (for you can) what is it to be wise ? 

lis but to know how little can be known ; 

To see all others .fiuilts, and feel our own. 

Coodenm'd in business or in arts to drudge, 
Without a«econd, or without a judge : 
IVoths wonld you teach, or sa^e a linking land? 
All fear, none aid^ou, and- few understand. 
Fainful pre-enuneiioe ! yourself to view 
Above lifers weakness, and its comforts too. 

Bring thenthese Ueasings to a strict account; 
Ibke fiur deductions, see to what they 'mount: 
How much of other, each is.«ure to cost ; 
How each for other oftiis wholly lost; 
How inconsistent ^greater goods with these ; 
How sometimes life is risk'd, and always ease : 
Thmk, and if stiU these things thy envy call. 
Say, wouldst thou be the man to whom they fidlf 
To 8^ for ribbands if thou art so silly, 
Uaik how they grace Lord Umbra, or Su: Bilfy. 
Is yellow dirt the passion i^ thy life ? 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife. 
If parts alhue thee, think how Bacon shin'd. 
The wisest, brightest, meanest <)f maukmd .; 
(^, nivisb'd with the whistling of a name^ 
See Cromwell, dann'4 to everlasting feme ? 




44 

If all, united, thy ambition caU, 
From ancient story learn to scorn them all. 
There in tlie rich, the houour'd, iam'd, and greats 
See the false scale of happiness complete ! 
In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay. 
How happy those to ruin, these betray ! 
Mark by what wretched steps their glory grows. 
From dirt and sea-weed as proud Venice rose f 
In each how guilt and greatness equal ran, 
And all that rais'd the hero, sunk the man : 
Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold. 
But stain'd with blood, or ill exchang'd for gold, 
Then see them broke with toils, or sunk in ease, 
Or infamous for plundered provinces. 
O wealth ill-fated ! which no act of fame 
E'er taught to shine, or sanctified from shame ; 
What greater bliss attends the close of life? 
Some greedy minion, or imperious wife. 
The trophy'd arches, story'd halls invade. 
And haunt their slumbers in the pomppus shade. 
Alas ! not dazzled in their noon-tide ray. 
Compute the mom and ev'ning to the day ; 
The whole amount of that enormous fame, 
A tale, that blends their glory with their shame ! 

Know then this truth (enough for man to knowy 
^ Virtue alone is happiness below/' 
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The only point where human bliss stands stSl, 

And tastes the good without the M to ill! 

Wiiere only merit constant pay receives. 

Is bkss'd in what it takes and what it gives; 

The joy unequalfd, if its end is gain, 

And if it lose, attended with no pain : 

Without satiety, though e'er so bless'd, 

And but more relish'd as the more distressed ; 

The broadest miitii unfeding folly wears, 

Less pleasing far than virtue's very tears. 

Good, from each object, from each place acquired, 

For ever exercised, yet never tiPd ; 

Never elated, while one man's oppressed ; 

Never dejected, while another's bless'd ; 

And where no wants no wishes can remain. 

Since but to wish more virtue is to gain. 

See the sole bliss heav'n could on all bestow ! 
Which who but feels can taste, but thinks can know; 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind. 
The bad must miss, the good, untaught, will find ; 
Slave to no sect, who takes no private road. 
But looks through nature up to nature s God : 
Pursues that chain which liuks th' immense design. 
Joins heav'n and earth, and mortal and divine; 
Sees, that no being any bUss can know, 
fittt touches some above and some below; 




Learnt froni' tins' miioiro'f'akc rising^ whol^ 
The first,* kist purpose of the human soul; 
And knows where fiiidr, law, morab» aB began; 
All end in LovB of God; and LofVB or MXv: 
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THE 

UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

POPE. 



Father of aH! in evYjr age; 

In er'iy dime adored. 
By saint, by savage^ and foy ^sagt; 

Jehdfah^ Jove, or Lord ! 

Thou great First Cause, least understood ; 

Who all my sense confittM 
To know hut this, that thou art good. 

And that myself jun blind. 

Yet gave me in this darit estate; 

To see liie good from illt 
And binding nature fast in ftte^ 

\jdlt free* the human 'witt; ' 
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What ccnpMimr»<Uetatai to b^ dom, 

Or warns me not^to ck\ 
This, tea^ iiw.iiioeetkaB belt to dwDv 

That, moiethui heay^pvfBiae* 

What blea8io§s<t]^ fne bMnty gmtr 

Let me not cmtrammy ; 
For God is paid «i4iea mas root nPC8» 

T' enjoy is ta cimy^ 

Tet notte eaiitli^ 4»ntn«te<i span- 
Thy goodoMH iel mt bouiM^ . 

Or think the&Lpid'alooo ofmaov* 
Wheathomanil woi)cU ave round. 

Let net this waali aabnowiiig hand ' 
Presume thy^bolti to*throWj 

And^deaLdansatioii rvnuid tbelaBd, 
On each I jw^t'tby fee. 

If I am^Hfbfc ^gmt^imfmAi^ 
Still in Iba/iigbtcto^stay s 

If I am wroni^tO tsadiimy betHt- 
To find thatb«tt«r wi^ ! 
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Save BK alike from foolish pridc^ 

Or iiufMous discontent. 
At ^Higfat tby 'Wisdom has deny'd. 

Or au^ thy goodness lent. 

Teach me to fed another's woe, 

To hide the faults I see ; 
That mercy I toothovsbow, 

That mercy show to me. 

Mean thon^ I am, not wholly so. 
Since quicken'd by thy breath ; 

O lead me wheresoever I go, 
Through this day's life or death. 

This day, be bread and peace my lot: 

All else beneath the sun, 
Thou fcnow'st if best bestow'd or not, 

And let thy will be done. 

To thee, whose temple is all space, 
Whose altar, earth, sea, does! 

One chorus let all being raise I 
All nature's incense rise ! 



\ 
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THE 



INFINITE. 

WATTS. 

SoMB seraph, lend your heav'nly tongue, 

Or harp of golden string, 
That I may raise a lofty song 

To our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be ! 

Great Everlasting One ! 
Boundless Thy might and majesty, 

And unconfin'd Thy throne. 

Thy glories shine of wondrous size. 
And wondrous large Thy grace ; 

Immortal day breaks from Thine eyes, 
And Gabriel veils his face. 

Thine essence is a vast abyss, 

Which angeb cannot sound. 
An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts are drown'd. 

D 
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The mysfries of creation lie 
Beneath enlightened minds ; 

Thoughts can ascend above the sky. 
And fly before the winds. 

Reason may grasp the maissy hills. 
And stretch from pole to pole. 

But half Thy name our spirit fiUs, 
And overloads our soul. 

In vain our haughty reason swells. 
For nothing's found in Thee 

But boundless inconceivables. 
And vast eternity. 



THE 

DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

AN ODB. 
WATTS. 

When the fierce north wind with his airy forces 
Rears up the Baltic to a foaming fury, 
And the red lightning with a storm of hail comes 

Rushing amain down, 



•\ 
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How the poor sailors stand amaz'd and tremble ! 
While the hoarse thunder, like a bloody trumpet, 
Roars a loud onset to the gaping waters, ^ 

Quick to devolur them. 

Such shall fhe noise be, and the wild disorder, 
(If thbgs eternal may be like these earthly) 
Such the dire terror, when the great archangel 

Shakes the creation ; 

Tears the strong pillars of the vault of heavra, 
Breaks up old marble, the repose of princes ; 
See the graves open, and the bones arising. 

Flames all around 'em. 

Hark the shrill outcry of the guilty wretches ! 
Lively bright horror and amazing anguish 
Stare thro' their eye-lids, while the living worm lies 

Gnawing within them. 

Thoughts, like old vultures, prey upon their heart- 
strings. 
And the smart twinges, when their eye beholds the 
^fty Judge frowning, and a flood of vengeance 

Rolling afore him. 
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Hopeless immortals ! how they scream and shiver, 
While devib push them to the pit wide yawnii^, 
Hideoip and gloomy, to receive them headlong 

Down to the centre. 

Stop here my fancy : (all away ye horrid 

Doleful ideas !) come arise to Jesus, 

How he sits God-like : and the samts around him 

Thron'd, yet adoring ! 

O may I sit there when he comes triumphant, 
Dooming the nations ! then ascend to glory, 
While our Hosannas all along the passage 

Shout the Redeemer. 



LAUNCHING INTO ETERNITY. 



WATTS. 



It was a brave attempt ! adventurous he 
Who in the first ship broke the unknown sea ; 
And, leaving his dear native shores behind. 
Trusted his life to the licentious wind. 
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I see the surging brine : the tempest raves, 
He on a pine-plank rides across tlie waves. 
Exulting on the edge of thousand gaping gloves : 
He steers the winged boat, and shifts the sails. 
Conquers the floods, and manages the gales. 

Such is the soul that leaves this mortal land 
Fearless, when the great Master gives command. 
Death is the storm : she smiles to hear it roar, 
And bids the tempest waft her from the shore : 
Then with a skilful helm she sweeps the seas. 
And manages the raging storm with ease ; 
(Her faith can govern Death) she spreads her^ 

wings 
Wide to the wind, sind as she sails she sings, 
And loses by degrees the aght of mortal things. 
As the shores lessen, so her joys arise, 
The waves roll gentler, and the tempest dies : 
Now vast eternity fills all her sight ; 
She floats on the broad deep with infinite delight. 
The seas for ev^r calm, the skies for ever bright. 
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MEDITATION IN A GROVE. 



WATTS- 



> 



Sweet Muse, descend and bless the shade^ 

And bless the ^'ning grove ; 
Business and noise and day are fled. 

And ev'ry care but love. 

But hence, ye wanton young and £uf^ 

Mine is a purer flame ; 
No Phillis shall infect the air 

With her unhallow'd name. 

Jesus has all my pow'rs possess'd. 

My hopes, my fears, my joys; . 
He, the dear Soy'reign of my breast. 

Shall still command my voice. 

Some of the fairest choirs above 

Shall flock around my song 
With joy, to hear the name they love 

Sound from a mortal tongue. 
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His charms shall make my numbers flow, 

And hold the falling floods. 
While silence sits on ev'ry bough, 

And bends the list'ning woods. 

Ill carve our passion on the bark, 

And ev'ry wounded tree 
Shall drop, and bear some mystic mark 

That Jesus dy'd for me. 

The swains shall wonder when they read 

Inscribed on aU the grove. 
That Heav'n itself came down, and bled 

To win a mortal's love. 



THE 

HEBO's SCHOOL OF MORALITY. 

WATTS. 

T HEBON among his travels found 
A broken statue on the ground ; 
And searching onward as he Went, 
He trac'd a ruin*d monument. 
Mould, moss, and shades, had overgrown 
The sculpture of the crumbling stone. 
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Yet ere he pass'd, with mach ado 
He guess'd and spell'd out, Sci-pi-o. 

" Enough/' he cry'd ; " I'll drudge no more, 
'* In turning the dull Stoics o'er : 
" Let pedants waste thdr hours of ease 
*' To sweat all night at Socrates ; 
*' And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
'' Those tedious Recipes of Schools 
" To cure ambition: I can learn 
'' With greater ease the great concern 
" Of mortals ; ^ow we may despise 
" All the gay things below the skies. 

'^ Methinks a mouldVing pyramid 
^' Says airthat the M sages said : 
" For me, these shattered tombs contain 
'* More morals than the Vatican. 
'* The dust of heroes cast abroteid, 
" And kick'd and trampled in the road, 
" The relics of a lofty mind, 
*' That lately wars and crowns designed, 
" Tost for a jest from wind to wind, 
^' Bid me be humble, and forbear 
^* Tall monuments of fame to rear, 
« They are but castles in the air. 
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The tow'ring height and frightfal falls. 

The niin'd heaps and funerals 

Of smoking kingdoms and their kings, 
'' Tell me a thousand mournful things 

*' In melancholy silaM^e 

" He 

'^ That living could not bear to see 
** An equal, now lies torn and dead. 

Here his pale trunk, and there his head ; 

Great Pompey ! while I meditate 
*' With solenm horror thy sad £aite, 
" Thy carcass scattered on the shore 
*' Without a name, instructs me more 
*' Than my whole library before. 

'< Lie still, my Plutarch, then, and sleep, 
'' And my good Seneca may keep 
*• Your volumes clos'd for ever too, 
*' I have no further use for you : 
For when I feel my virtue fail, 
And my ambitious thoughts prevail ; 
*' 111 take a turn among the tombs, 
'^ And see whereto all glory comes. 
" There the vile foot of ev'ry slave, 
^' Insults a Charles or a Gustave : 
*' Beggar» with awful ashes sport, 
" And tread the Caesars in the dirt.*^ 

D2 
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TRUE RICHES. 

WATTS. 

1 AM not concemM to know 
What to-morrow fate will do: 
Tb enough that I can say 
I've possessed myself to-day : 
Then if haply midnight death 
Seize my fle^ and stop my breath. 
Yet to-morrow I shall be . 
Heir to the best part of me. 

Glitf ring stones and golden things, 
Wealth and honours that have wings, 
Ever flutt'ring to be gone, 
I could never caU my own : 
Riches that the world bestows. 
She can take, and I can lose ; 
But the treasures that are mine. 
Lie afar beyond her line : 
When I view my spacious soul, 
And survey myself awhole. 
And enjoy myself alone, 
I'm a kingdom of my own. 

I've a mighty part within 
That the world bath never 8een> 
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Rich as Edeo's happy grouod. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here, on all the shining boughs. 
Knowledge fair and useful grows ; 
On the same young flow'ry tree. 
All the seasons you may see ; 
Notions in the bloom of light, 
Just disclosing to the sight : 
Here are thoughts of larger growth^ 
Ripening into solid truth : 
Fruits refin'd of noble taste; 
Seraphs feed on such repast. 
Here, in green and shady grove. 
Streams of pleasure mix with love : 
There, beneath the smiling skies. 
Hills of contemplation rise : 
Now, upon some shining top. 
Angels light, and call me up : 
I rejoice to raise my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 

There are endless beauties more 
Earth hath no resemblance for; 
Nothing like them round the pole, 
Nothing can describe the soul ; 
Tis a region half unknown. 
That has treasures of its own„ 
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More remote from public view 
Than the bowels of Peru ; 
Broader 'tis and brighter for 
Than the golden Indies are : 
Ships that trace the waf ry stage 
Cannot coast it in an age ; 
Harts or horses strong and fleet, 
Had they wings to help their feet, 
Cotlld not run it half way o'er 
In ten thousand days and more. 

Yet the silly wand'ring mind, 
Lotli to be too much confin'd, 
Royes and takes her daily tours, 
Coasting round the narrow shores, 
Narrow shores of flesh and sense. 
Picking shells and pebbles thence ; 
Or she sits at Fancy's door. 
Calling shapes and shadows, to her, 
Foreign visits still receiving, 
And t* herself a stranger living. 
Never, never would she buy 
Indian dust or Tyrian dye. 
Never trade abroad for more, 
If she saw her native store. 
If her mward worth were known. 
She might ever live alone. 
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CHARITY. 



A 

PARAPHRASE ON THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER 

OFTHB 

FIRST EPISTLE TO THE CORINTHIANS. 

PRIOR. 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue, 
Than ever man pronounced or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine. 
That thought can reach, or science can define ; 
And had I pow'r to give that knowledge birth. 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth; 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire. 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire ; 
Or had I ^th like that which Israel saw. 
When Moses gave them miracles, and law ; 
Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent guest, 
Were not thy pow^r exerted in my breast ; 
Those speeches would send up unheeded pray'r. 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair : 
A tymbal's sound were better than my voice. 
My faith werf^form, my eloquence were noise. 
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Charity, decent, modest, easy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rears the abject mind I 
Knows with just reins and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile shame, and arbitrary pride : 
Not soon provok'd, she easQy forgives ; 
And much she sufiers, as she much believes ; 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 
She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives ; 
Lays the rough paths of peevish nature even, 
And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift, which GrOD on man bestows. 
Its proper bounds and due restriction knows ; 
To one fix'd purpose dedicates its power, 
And, finishing its act, exists no more. 
Thus, in obedience to what heav'n decrees. 
Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease: 
But lasting Charit/s more ample sway, 
Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay. 
In happy triumph shaU for ever live. 
And endless good difiiise, and endless praise re- 
ceive. 
As through the artist's intervening glass. 
Our eye perceives the distant planets pass, 
A little we discover ; but allow 
That more remains unseen than art can show : 
So whilst our mind its knowledge would improve^ 
(Ite feeble eye intent on things above) 
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High as we may, we lift our reason up, 
By Faith directed, and confirmed by Hope : 
Yet we are able only to survey 
Dawnings of beams and promises of day. 
Heaven's fuller effluence mocks our dazzled sight ; 
Too great its swiftness, and too strong its light. 

But soon the mediate clouds shall be dispelled ; 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld 
In all his robes, with all his glory on, 
Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die. 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy : 
Whilst thou, more happy pow'r, fair Charity, 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the three. 
Thy office and thy nature still the same. 
Lasting thy lamp, and unconsum'd thy flame, 

Shalt still survive 

Shalt stand before the host of heaven confessed, 
For ever blessing, and for ever bkss'd. 
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THE 

FRAILTY AND FOLLY OF MAN. 

PRIOR. 

Great HeaVn ! how jfrail thy creature man b 
made! 

How by himself insensibly betray'd ! 
In our own strength unhappily secure, 
Too Uttle cautious of th^ adverse pow'r ; 
And by the blast of self-opinion moVd, 
We wish to charm, and seek to be beloved. 
On pleasure's flowing brink we idly stray. 
Masters as yet of our returning way : 
Seeing no danger, we disarm our mind ; 
And give our conduct to the waves and wind : 
Then in the flow'ry mead, or verdant shade. 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid. 
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl. 
And smiling see the nearer waters roU ; 
Till the stroDg gusts of raging passion rise. 
Till the dire tempest mingles earth and skies ; 
And swift into the boundless ocean borne. 
Our foolish coniidence too late we mourn : 
Round our devoted heads the billows beat ; 
And from our troubled view the lessened lands 
retreat. 
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CHRIST ABOVE ALL PRAISE. 

PERRONET. 

Ihy throne, O God, is for ever and ever. 

Heb. i. 8. 

Tho* heaven's bright hosts with earth in concert 

join. 
Their voice ethereal, and their notes divine : 
Tho' myriad-worlds their whole oblations bring, 
And nature strikes the universal string : 
Tho' yet unform'd, unnumbered orbs shall roU, 
And pour at once the thunder of their soul ! 
Spread all the powers of harmony abroa<^ 
And concrete rise, to swell the grand a{^laud, 
Strength to their King, and Glory to their God I 
Yet would this high, this full accented choir, 
Tho' flush'd with all that being could inspire, 
Of transport's joy, or love's harmonic fire. 
In vain assay, the Infinite to raise, 
Exalt his greatness or support his praise ! 
Their utmost skill would disproportion'd prove. 
And shame their efforts, while it show'd their love ! 
Each foil'd attempt, diminish or debase 
The glorioiis dieme, and seal its own disgrace. 
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His dazzling heights their soaring strains dude. 
And kind reproach their venturous gratitude. 
Their loud acclaim, tho' shook th' Olympian ^y. 
In air dissolve and hallelujahs die. 
No thund'ring echoes would the vaults resound ; 
Nor echoing murmurs answer to the sound. 
Still as the night the loud acclaim would cease. 
And conscious blush sufiiise creation's face. 
Lost from the moment that they first ascend. 
Would miss their object, tho* attain'd its end. 
In love received, who view'd their bold design. 
The praise might take, yet just preserve the line. 
Officious worlds their sacred distance keep. 
And vocal joy in awful silence keep ; 
Sunk at his feet, with trembling homage own 
Their zeal — presumption, and their art outdone. 
The theme too mighty for creation's tongue, 
The seraph's ardour, or the cherub's song. 
As none but He, whose wisdom knows his pow'r. 
Can comprehend, or can himself adore: 
Define the nature, or prescribe the mode 
Of service due, or worship meet for GoD. 
Defective all the creature's utmost stretch, 
How wide their compass, or how high tlieir reach. 
All short of him who shuns created sight. 
And dwells in darkness from excess of light* 
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Known to himself — his own eternal theme ; 
Nor adds creation, nor detracts from him. 
To him alone existence owes her form, 
From towering cherubs to the trodden worm. 

Twixt these comprised creation's gradual plan*, 
And form'd between his fav'rite likeness, mant> 
Plac'd at the head of this terrestrial frame, 
He treads on dust, yet glows seraphic flame : 
In whose compound th' amazing contrasts meet, 
Heav'n in his eye, and nature at his feet. 
Monarch on earth, see earth her tribute bring. 
His God's vicegerent and his creature's king : 
On whom conferr'd tlie high deputed sway. 
Creation waits to homage, or obey. 

While he> who made, alike remov'd from all. 
Without compare his own original ! 
Above all essence, as beyond all name ; 
In all things various, yet in all the same ! 
And whom to liken is but to blaspheme! 



} 



* The difference of situation, abilities, and other prerogatives, may 
be compared to a gradual rise, or fall : but the essence of beings capa- 
ble, and incapable, of knowing God, is different beyond all degrees, 
and admits of no comparison. 

t With regard to man in his present state of probation, his situation 
is low ; bat in the essenceof his nature,and the kingdom prepared for 
him, the Scriptures give him the preference to all that is created. 




68 

Admits no change, nor bears gradation's fomi9» 
Nor more like angels than he is like worms. 
But as he made can with his word destroy 
The sparkling cherub, or the spangUng fly. 
With equal ease invert created modes ; 
Make angels r^tiles, or those reptiles gods. 

Sole what he is, and all he will or can ; 
And all he was, ere yet of old b^an 
Or stars to shine, or seasons to return ; 
Ere sang creation, or its sons were bom. 
Lord over all ! Himself his first regard ! 
And whom to worship is its own reward. 
The creatures honour and their high emj^oy. 
His will their being, and his smile their joy. • 
^Tis jfavour all that deigns an ear to lend ; 
WhOe angels prostrate, or archangeb bend. 
His height supreme. Himself alone can tell ; 
And equal hard to rival as exceL 
Broad flames of light arobe his radiant seat, 
Heaven is his throne, while earth receives his feet : 
To whom all creatures are as nothing seen : 
The mountains atoms, and those atoms men. 
Vain then the hope, and vain the attempt to raise 
An equal tribute to unequall'd praise ! 

Suffice for man — suffice for angels this, 
Who serves with trembling cannot serve amiss. 
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With lowly mindy self-emptied all and poor. 

May ask in hope, and hoping ask for more. 

With humble faith direct his ardent prayer. 

Present his wishes, or his thanks prefer. 

An ofiering pure and more accepted bring, 

Than harps can sound, or sweeps the chorded string. 

Theur sighs harmonious, and their holy tears, 

Joy of his sight, and music in his ears. 

Who saves the contrite, and resheaths his sword. 

At once to favour, as to life restored, 

Who fear his name, or tremble at his word. 

More free to <^er, and more rich to give. 

Than man to ask, or asking, to believe. 

His pride confess, or unbelief conceive. 

Touched by his word, they catch the living flame. 

Hang on his cross, and shelter in his name. 

With faith approved, their whole bumt-off'riBgs lift, 

While flames the altar, and consumes the gift. 

From heav'n's bright lamp the hallowed fire comes 

down. 
Seizes on all, and wnq>s it to the throne : 
Where sits on hi^ the LoBD of Israel's hope. 
Who bare their sins, now bears their offerings up ; 
Well-pleas*d he smiles on what himself inspired. 
As found the service that his love required. 

Hail, sovereign goodness ! infinite and free : 
Thine eye the light, thy span immensity ! 
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Thyself diy centre, and creation's soul ! 

Whose vast circumfrence circumscribes the whole ; 

Extends o'er all its penetrating sway. 

And kindles darkness, or puts out the day, 

From whom conceal*d no secret thoughts can rise, 

Escape thy notice, or deceive thine eyes. 

Known ere its birth, known ere in embryo warm'd, 

By words depictur'd, or in action form'd: 

Trac'd fh>ra its point thy spirit marks its course. 

Directs its motion, or repels its force. 

To gain some end, or frustrate some design. 

Alike thy justice and thy love combine. 

Searcher of hearts ! to thee are equal known 

The minds of millions, as the mind of one. 

Who would not tear, who would not kiss thy hand ? 

Fall at thy word, or rise at its command ? 

Hail, sovereign Lord ! by all thy works confessed ! 
By angek worshipp'd, and by saints addressed ! 
Hail, sovereign love ! mysterious wisdom, hail ! 
In whom the Father, and his fullness dwell ! 
In whom the Grodhead and the man unite. 
Stamp of his form, and glory of his light ! 
Come, and thy two-fold character maintain, 
Jehovah's equal, and the child of man ! 
In whom complete, in thee completed shine. 
The OoD incarnate, and the man divine. 
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Mysterious truth! withheld from reason's eye: 
Outcast on earth ! but wonder of tlie sky ! 

Hail, wondrous Cross* ! and thou more wondrous 
He! 
That cross who bore — ^Thyself its mystery ! 
And borne for man ! — a greater myst'ry still ! 
But such thy love, and love's mysterious will ! 

Hail, wondrous chief! who can thy deeds explain. 
Their cause explore, or tell thy love for man } 
Found in thyself, from thee alone it flow'd. 
Read in thy death, as written with thy blood. 
That precious blood, that in its mingled stream 
Pourd life for all thy merits could redeem, 
And this was all — not one of humankind. 
Who come refus'd, or asking may not find. 
Tis far from thee, to ^um a hapless race, 
Reject the su{^liant, or withhold thy grace. 

Thy grace is his — ^who asks in thy great name. 
May ask for all, and with assurance claim 
The purchased pardon to believers giv'n. 
The seal of mercy, and the hope of heav'n. 
All-conqu'ring £uth, determined to endure. 
And make its callii^ and election sure : 
That firm resisjs temptation unto blood ; 
Of «f/^ divested, and espoused to God. 

* By tbe Cross is meant the sufferings of Christ on the cross. 
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lives but for him, who Ihr'd for this al<Mie, 
Form of our form, in &shioD of his own, 
That God with man might live for ever one ! 

Hafl, wondrous love ! surpassing angek sight ! 
Lost in its depth, and blinded by its light. 
Hail ! thou in whom the wide extremes are seen. 
Of God Jehovah — and of man with men. 
AH hail ! in whom concentre all in one : 
Hail all thou art ! and all that thou hast done ! 
Unrivall*d yet, let all thy woiks adore ; 
Who died a man, is God for evermore ! 

But utterance £uls— our feeble qMrits faint. 
Nor more thy person than thy passion paint. 
Supreme in both, in both supreme of all ; 
Fountain of life, and love's original ! 
Sourcje of thyself, unmade and underiv'd ; 
As self-existent, and as self-depriv'd. 
Conceiv'd and bom, was crudfyd and dead : 
His creature's offspring, was creation's head. 
Life in himself, to take or to reagn. 
In each as mortal, and in each divine^ 
Hail then agam — ^thy Spirit cries, '< All hail !" 
Tho' worlds despair, and all creation fail. 

Yet kind permit, and with thy wonted love 
Our weakness spare, nor in^thy wrath reprove 
Our glowing zeal ; but let thy goodness hear 
Our silence speak : what tho' our tongues forbear ? 
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Our hearts shaU mme, mur nptnr'd wonder ttd. 
Our lives eqnresi^ and Kfe's obedience teO. 
Fix'd on this view our witting feet shall moTe, 
From earth's attraction, to our hope dbo?e. 
In all thj paths, in all thj precepts tread. 
Whatever thy life, or written word hath said. 
In meek compliance with thy sovereign will : 
In action fervid, and in 8u£Pring — still. 
Waiting thy call from earth's inglorious strife, 
To living joys, and heavVs unending life. 
Sweetly compos'd, resign our parting breath, 
Answer thy smile, and hail the tyrant — Death. 
Launch undismayed beyond the solar bound: 
With prophets numbered, and vrith martyrs found. 
Where wait the saints, for better things prepared. 
Their final glory, and their full reward. 

Our bodies laid on earth's capacious breasl^ 
In peace shall dumber, and in hope shall rest, 
Till at thy trump we lift our waking eyes. 
Start from the tomb, and ready for ^te skies. 
Mount all renew'd, and as thme own divme, 
Our shining forms their kindred spirits join. 

Till thus restored, our rismg head we meet. 
Reign on his throne, or prostrate at his feet : 
in heav'ii's Ingh dome eternal trophies raise^ 
Our joy consummate, and complete our praise : 
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TQl io thy light thy fatare bet we aee. 
Shine in jthy strength, and share thy d^pmty^ 
Ahsorb'dy behold the scene thy love dispbys ; 
Lost in its beams, and shadow'd by its nySf 
The growii^ wonders ev'ry moment view. 
For ever op'ning — and for ever new ! 



PRESERVATION BY LAND AND 

SEA. 

A DIVINE ODE. 
ADDISON. 

How are thy servants bless'd, O Lord ! 

How sure is their defence ! 
Eternal Wisdom is thehr guide. 

Their help Omnipotence. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote, 

Si]^)ported by thy care. 
Through burning climes I pass'd unhurt. 

And breath'd in tainted air. 



75 

TChy mercy sweetened eveiy soil, 
- Made every regioD please, 
Tlie hoary A^>ine hills it wanii'd» 
And smooth'd the Tyrrhene seas. 

Think, O my soul, devoutly think. 

How with afiiighted eyes 
Thou saw'st the wide extended de^ 

In aU ite horrors rise ! 

Confusion dwelt in every face, 

And fear in every heart, 
When waves on waves, and gulfi in gulfs 

Overcame the pilot's art. 

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord ! 

Thy mercy set me free. 
Whilst in the confidence of pray'r 

My soul took hold on thee; 

For tho' in dreadful whirb we hung 

High on the broken wave, 
I Imew thou wert not slow to hear, 

Nor impotent to save : 

The storm was laid, the winds l-etir'd, 

Obedi^t to thy will ; 
The sea, th^t roarM at thy command^ 

At thy commaDd was stilL 
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lu midst of dsmger, huy and death. 

Thy goodness 111 adore* 
And praise thee for thy mercies pasf^ ^ 

And hunri^ ho|K for more. 

My life, if thou presenr'st my life. 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And deatli, if death must be my doom^ 

Shidl join my soul to thee. 



anv 



A 

SOLILOQUY 



ON THK 

IMMORTALITY OF THE SOUL. 

ADDISON. 

I T must be so— Plato, thou reason'st well ! 

Else whence this pleasing hope, this fond desire. 

This longmg after immortality ? 

Or whence this secret dread, this inward horror 

Of falling into nought ? Why shrinks the soul 

Back on herself, and startles at destruction ? 

Tb the DivBiity that stirs witfaiB us^; 

Tis Heaven itself that p(»it8 o«t an^ heceafter. 



\ 
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And intimates eternity to man. 

Eternity ! . thou pleanng, dreadful thought 1 

Through what vari^ of untry'd being, 

Through what new scenes and chaises must we 

pass ! 
The wide, th' unbounded prospect lies before aie ; 
Bat shadows, clouds, and darkness rest upoa it. 
Here will I hold — ^If there's a Pow'r above us, 
(And that there is, all nature cries aloud 
Through all her works) He must ddig^t in nrtue ; 
And that which He delfts in must be hiqppy. 



A 

PARAPHRASE 



ON 

PART OF THE NINETTEENTH PSALM. 

ADDISON. 

The spacious firmament on high, 
Witli all the blue ethereal sky. 
And spangled heavens, and shining frame. 
Their Great Original proclaim : 
Th" unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's power display. 
And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 
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Soon as the eVniiig shades prevail^ 
The moeii takes up the woDdrous tale^ 
And nightly to the lisf nmg earth 
Repeats the stoiy of her birth : 
Whibt all the stars that round her bum. 
And all the planets in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they roU, 
And spread tlie truth from pole to pole* 

What though in solemn silence, all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball ! 
What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ! 
In reason's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing as they shine, 
^' The Hand that made us is divine.^ 



sss 



THE 

TWENTY^THIRD PSALM. 



ADDISON. 



The Lord my pasture shall prepare^ 
And feed me with a she{^rd's care : 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eyft ;. 
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My noon-day walks He shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When m the sultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thu^ty mountains pant ; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary wandering steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread. 
My stedfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord ! art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray, 
Thy bounty shall my pains beguile ; 
The barren wilderness shall smile, 
With sudden greens and herbage crowned. 
And streams shall murmur all around. 



I 
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CARDINAL WOLSErs 
LAMENTATION OF HIS FALL. 

SHAKSFBABE. 

Farewell, a long farewell to all my greatness I 
This is the state of man ; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope : to-morrow blossoms^ 
And bears his Uushing hcmoors thick upon him ; 
The third day cdmes a frost, a killing frost. 
And, when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
His greatness is a rip'ning, nips his root: 
And then he fiills, as I do. 1 have ventured, 
like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
These many summers, in a sea of glory, 
But far beyond my d^>th : my high-blown pride 
At lengtli broke under me ; and now has left me 
Weary, and old with service, to the misery 
Of a rude stream, which must for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and gloiy of this world, I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new open'd. O how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes* favours ! 
There is, betwixt that smile which we aspire to, 
Tliat sweet regard of princes and our ruin, 
More pangs and fears than war and women know ; 
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And when he falls, he iklls like Lucifer, 

ISever to hope again. 

Cromwell, 1 did not think to shed a tear 

In all Hiy miseries ; but thou hast forced me. 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman.- 

Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwdl ; 

Mark but my fall, and that which ruin'd me, 

And when I am forgotten, as 1 shall be. 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me must more be heard : say then, 1 taught thee ; 

Say, Wolsey that once rode the waves of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, 

Found thee a way out of this wreck, to rise in ; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss*d it. 

Cromwell, I charge thee, throw away ambition ; 

By that sin fell the angels ; how can man then 

(The image of his Maker) hope to win by it ? 

Love thyselflast ; cherish those hearts that wait tiiee ; 

Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear notk 

Let all the ends thou aim'st at be thy country's, 

Thy God's, and truth's : then if thou fall'st, O 

Cromwell ! 
Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ; 
And, pr'ythee, lead me in— — - 
There take an inventory of all I have, 

£2 



And mj i n teg iily to Hcareo, b A 
I DOW dxrecaD Hj ami. O CroMnfi, &«awdl f 
Had I but ■OT'd taj God with failf tfac znl 
I KtVd my kmg. He woold not m n^ age 
Han left me oaked to mine enemies. 



MAN OF ROSS, 



StiT all OUT preises why should lords engross f 
Rise, honest miue ! and sing the Han of Ross : 
Keas'd Vaga echoes throogh her winding bounds. 
And rapid Severn hoarse ^^dause resounds. 
Who bung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow ? 
Thuu the dr> yack who bade the watera flow? 
r to the ."kici in useless colunms tos^ 

n proiul falls magnificently lost, 
■tdriu' anil arllcss pouring Uirough the |daia 
b lo the ■4ck, and solace to the swain, 
e cauitrwjy puts the vale with shady rows I 
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Who feeds yon alms-house, neat, but void of state. 
Where age and want sit smiling at the gate i 
Who taught that heav'n-directed spire to rise ? 
The Man of Ross, each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the market*place with poor o'er^read ! 
The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread : 
Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans, bless'd, 
Tlie young who labour, and the old who rest. 
Is any sick? The Man of Ross relieves. 
Prescribes, attends, the med'cine takes and gives. 
Is there a variance ? Enter but his door, 
Balk'd are the courts, and contest is no more. 
Despairing quacks with curses fled the place, 
And vile attomies, now an useless race. 
** Thrice happy man ! enabled to pursue 
*' What all so wish, but want the pow^r to do. 
<« O say, what sums that generous hand su{^y ? 
^ What mines to swell that boundless charity ?'' 
Of debts and taxes, wife or children clear. 
This man possess'd — five hundred pounds a year. 
Blush, grandeur, blush; proud courts, withdraw 

your blaze : 
Ye little stars ! hide your diminishM rays. 

^* And what ! No monument, incription, stone ? 
'* His race, his form, his name almost unknown ? 
Who builds a church to God, and not to fame^ 
Will never mark the marble with his name^ 
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OK 

PROVIDENCE. 

OoD works in a mysterious way. 

His wonders to perform : 
He plants his footsteps in the sea^ 

Ajid rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfiithomable minds 

Of never-fiuling skilly 
He treasures up his bright designs. 

And works his sov'reign will. 

Ye feeble saints, fresh couiBge take : 
The clouds ye so much dread. 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace ; 

Behind a frowning Providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

Hb purposes are rip'ning fast^ 

Unfolding every hour : 
Hie bud may have a bitter taste. 

But WAIT to smdl the flower. 
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Blind unbelief is sure to err. 
And scan his work in vain ; 

God is his own Interpreter, 
And he shall make k plain. 



ON THE WORDS, 

** If thou kneivest who it isy'^^ Xc. 

At Jacob's well a stranger sought 

His ardent thirst to clear ; 
Samaria's daughter little thought 

The Font of Life so near: 
This had she known, her panting mind 

For LIVING DRAUGHTS had sigh'd; 
Nor had Messiah, ever kind. 

Those livmg draughts deny*d. 
And Jacob's Well (no glass so true) 

Britannia's image shows ; 
Messiah traveb Britain through, 

Bat who the Stranger knows ? 
Yet &itain must the Stranger know. 

Or soon her loss deplore : 
Behold the living waters flow ; 

Come drink, md thirst no more ! 
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THE 

DESERTED VILLAGE. . 

GOLDSMITH. 

Suv EET Auburn, loveliest village of the plain. 
Where health and plenty cheer'd the laboring swai^ 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid. 
And parting summer s lingering bloom delaj^d. 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 
Seats of my youth, when ev'ry sport could please. 
How often have I ioiter'd o'er thy green. 
Where humble happiness endear'd each scene ; 
How often have I paus'd on every charm. 
The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm. 
The never-faitiug brook, the busy mill. 
The decent church that top'd the neighboring hill,' 
The hawthorn bush with seats beneath the slmde. 
For talking age and whispering lovers made. ' 

Sweet smiling village loveliest of the lawn, 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidst thy bowVs, the tyrant's hand is seen, , 
And desolation saddens all tliy green : 
One only master grasps the whole domain, ^ 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; , 
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No more the glassy brook reflects tlie day^ 

But choak'd with sedges^ works its weedy wayr 

Aloog thy glades a solitary guest, 

The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest : 

Amidst thy desert walks the lapwing flies, 

And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 

Sdnk are thy bow'rs in shapdess ruin all, 

And the long grass o'ertops the mould'ring wall. 

And trembling, shrinking, from the spoiler's hand^ 

Far, far away thy children leave the land» 

HI fares the land, to hastening ills a prey,. 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay! 
Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade: 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made : 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride. 
When once destroy'd, can never be suppl/d. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began. 
When every' rood of ground maintain'd its man ; 
For him light labour spread her wholesome store,. 
Just gave what life requir'd, but gave no more. 
His best companions, innocence and health ; 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter'd ; trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land^ and dispossess the swain;. 
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Along the lawn, where scatter'd hamlets rose. 

Unwieldy wealth, and comb'roas pomp repose ; 

And every want to luxury ally'd. 

And ev'ry pang that foliy pays to pride. 

Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom. 

Those calm desires that ask'd but little room, 

Those healthful sports that grac'd the peaoefol 

scene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brigfaten'd all the green ; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore. 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blissful hour. 
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power. 
Here as I take my solitary rounds. 
Amidst thy tangling walks, thy ruin'd grounds, 
And many a year elaps'd, return to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew : 
Here, as with doubtful, pensive steps I range, 
Trace ev'ry scene, and wonder at the change, 
Remembninoe wakes with all her busy train, 
SiraUiatmy breast, and turns the past to paiir. 

la all my waad'rings round this world of care, 
WKf gfiefii — and God has giv'n my share^ 
had Iwpes my latest hours to crown ; 
Hmt hiilride boiwers to lay me down ; 
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I stSl had hopes, my long vexations past, 
Here to retunir— — and die at home at last. 

bless'd retiremeDt, friend to life's decline, 
fietieats from care, that never must be mine ! 
How- bless'd is he who crowns in shades like these, 
A youth of labour with an age of peace ! 
Who quits a world where strong temptations try, 
And since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly. 
For him no wretches bom to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep; 
No surly porter stands in guilty state. 
To spurn mi|rioring ikaune from his gate ; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end, 
Apgeb around befriending virtue's friend : 
l^nks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay. 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And, all his prospects bright'mng to the last, 
His heaVn commences ere tiie worid be past ! 

Sweet was the sound, when oft at ev*ning's close. 
Up yenckr hiU the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I pass'd ^th careless steps and slow, 
The mingUng notes came soften'd from below ; 
The swsun responsive as the milk-maid sung ; 
The sober herd that low'd to meet their young ; 
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The noisy ge^se tiiat gabUed 6>r the pool, '''■ ^• 
The playibl children just let loose from school : ' 
The watch d<^s voice that bayM the whisp'ring 

wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke &e vacant mind ; 
These all in soft confusion sought the shade. 
And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made* 
But now the sounds of population fail. 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale : 
No busy steps the grass-grown footway tread, 
But all the bloomy flush of life is fled. 
All but yon widowed, solitary thing, 
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring : 
She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age for breads 
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread. 
To pick her wint'ry faggot from the thorn, 
To seek her nightly shed^ and weep till mom ; 
She only left of all the harmless train, 
The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

Near yonder copse, where <mce the garden smiTd,. 
And still where many a garden flower grows wild ; 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose, 
A man he was/ to all the country dear. 
And passing rich with forty pounds a year ; * 
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Kemote from towns he ran his godly race, 
^or e'er had chang'd, nor wished to change his place ; 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power, 
By doctrines fashion'd to the varying hour ; 
Far other aims his heart had leam'd to prize. 
More bent to raise the wretched, than to rise. 
His house was known to all the uragrant traki. 
He chid their wanderings but relievM their pain ; 
Hie loi^rmniember'd beggar was his guest. 
Whose beard descending/swept his aged breast ; 
The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his cl^m allowed ; 
The broken soldier kindly bade to stay. 
Sat by his fire, and talkM the night away ; 
W^t o*er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields were 

won. 
neas^d with his guests, the good man leam'd toglow. 
And quite foigot theu* vices in their woe ; 
Careless their merits or their faults to scan. 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev^n his failings lean'd to virtue's side ; 
But in his duty prompt at ev'ry call, 
Hewatch'd and wept, he pray'd, and felt for alk 
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And as a bird each fond endeannent tries. 
To tempt his new-fledg'd ofispring to the skies. 
He try'd each art, rq>rov'd each dull delay. 
Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 
And sorrow, guilt, and pains, by turns dismayed, 
The r^v'rend champion stood. At his controai, 
Deq[Kur and anguish fled the strug^ing soul, 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise; 
And his last faulf ring accents whiqper'd praise* 

At church with meek and unaffected grace. 
His looks adom'd the venerable place : 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway, 
And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray. 
The service past, around the pious man, 
With ready zeal, each honest rustic ran : 
Ev'n children followed with endearing wile. 
And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man'ssmik. 
His ready smile a parent's warmth expressed. 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distressed ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n. 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heav'n. 
As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
SweUs from the vale, and midway leaves the storm, 
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Though round its breast the n^ling douds are 

Eternal sanshine settles on its head. 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts tlie way^ 
With blossomed fnrze, unprofitably gay ; 
Tbere^ in faif noisy mansion skiU'd to rule. 
The i^iHage master taught his little school : 
A man severe he was and stem to view, 
I knew him well^ and every truant knew ; 
Well had the boding tremblers kam'd to trace 
The day's disasters in hb morning £ioe ; 
Full well they lau^'d with counterfeited ^ee. 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
Full w^ the busy whisper circling round, 
Ccmvcy'd the dismal tidings when he frown'd ; 
Yet he was kind, or if severe in aught, 
The love he bore to learnmg was in fanlt ; 
The village all declared how much he knew, 
'Twas certain he could write and cypher too ; 
Lands he could measure, terms dkid tides presage. 
And ev'n the story ran that he could guage : 
In aiguing too, the parson own'd his skill, 
For ev'n though vanqui^'d, he could argue still : 
¥^ile words of learned length, and thundering 

sound. 
Amaze the gaaing rustics rang'd around ; 
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And still tiiey gaz*d, and still the wonder gnew> 
That one small head could carry all he knew : 
But pass'd is all his fame. The very spot 
Where many a time he triumph'd^ is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high. 
Where once the sign-post caught the pfssing eye. 
Low lies that house where nut-brown draughts 

in^ir'd, 
Where honest swains and smiling toil retired ; 
Where village statesmen talked with looks profound, 
And news much older than tlieir ale went round. 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendors of that festive place ; 
The white^wash'd wall, the nicely-sanded floor, 
The vamish*d clock that click'd behmd the door ; 
The chest, contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and use. 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose ^ 
The hearth» except when winter chiUM the day, 
With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay. 
While broken tea-<;ups, wisely kept for show, 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, glisten'd in a row. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain. 
These simple blessings of the lowly train, 
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To me more dear, congenial to my hearty 

One native chann than all tlie ^oss of art ; 

Spootaneoos joys where nature has its play. 

The soul adepts, and owns their first-bom sway ; 

lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 

Uoenvy'd, unmolested, unconfinM. 

But the long.pomp, the midnight masquerade. 

With all the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed, 

h these, ere trifiers half their wish obtain, 

The tofling pleasure sickens into pain ; 

And, ev'n while fashion's brightest charms decoy, 

Hie heart, distrusting, asks if this be joy. 

Ye friends to truth, ye statesmen, who survey 
Hie rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay, 
Tis yours to judge how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 
iVoud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore. 
And shouting Folly hdls diem from her shore ; 
Hoards, e'en beyond the miser^s wbh, abound. 
And rich) men flock from all the workl around. 
Vet count our gains : this wealth is but a name 
That leaves our useful products still the saijne. 
Kot so the loss : the man of wealth and pride 
^akes up a space that many poor supply'd ; 
Space fpr his lake, his parkas extended bounds, 
^pace for his horses, equipage, and hounds ; 
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The robe that wraps his limbe in silken sloth. 
Has robb'd the neigfa'biing fields of half their 

growth. 
His seat, where solitary ^rts are seen, '^ 
Indignant sfmms the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world each needful product flie^ 
For all the luxuries the world supplies. 
While thus the land adom'd for {Measure all 
In barren ^endor feebly waits the &11. 

As some fair female,' unadom'd and plain. 
Secure to please while youth ccmfimts her reign. 
Slights every borrowed charm that dress supplies. 
Nor shares with art the triumj^ of her eyes : 
But wlien those charms are past, for charms are fiail) 
When time advances, and when lovers feil. 
She then shines forth, solicitous to bless, 
lu all the glaring impotence of dress. 
Thus feres the land, by luxury betray^, 
In nature's simplest charms at first array'd, 
But verging to decline, its Vendors rise, 
Its vistas strike, its palaces surprize; 
While, scourg'd by famine from the smiling land, 
The moumfiil peasant leads his humble band ; 
And while he sinks, witliout one arm to save, 
The country blooms — a garden and a grave. 
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Where then, ah ! where shall poverty reside. 
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride ? 
IHo some conunon's fenceless limits strayed, 
He drives liis flock to pick the scanty blade, 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide, 
Aod ev'n the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city sped, what waits him there ? 
To see profusion that he must not share ; 
To see ten thousand baneful arts combin'd 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To see each joy the sons of pleasure know, 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
-There the pale artist plies the sickly trade; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomp 

display. 
There the black gibbet glooms beside the way. 
The dome where pleasure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumidtuous grandeur crowds the blazing square. 
The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare : 
Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy ! 
Sure these denote one universal joy ! 
Are these thy serious thoughts ?*— Ah, turn thine 

eyes 
Wh^e the poor, houseless, shivering female lies. 

p 
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She ooee, fteibq^ B villi^ pkot; blm, 

H» «<!* at tala of innaceooe dutiest ; 

Her modeit looki tlie cotUge miglil adon. 

Sweet a* the priinnMe peepc btnmth the than : 

Now toft to all i her fiienda, bee vutue fled. 

Near bei betrayer's door slie laja hei head. 

And, pinch'd with cold,aiid tlirinkmg from the abowV 

With heavy heart deidores that hickleas hour 

V/\tea idly first, ambitious of the town. 

She left her wheel and robes of couatiy brown. 

Do thine, &ir Auburn, thine, the loveliest traai, 
Do Ihy iair tribes participate ber pain ) 
Ev'n now, perhaps, by ccAd and hunger ted. 
At poor men's doors they ask a Uttle bread ! 

Ah ! no. To distant dimes, a dreary scene. 
Where half the convex world intrudes between. 
To tonid backs with &inting stqw they go. 
Who* wild Albuna murmurs to their woe. 
IhK diff'nnt tber« from aU that chatm'd btAm, 
TW Twdpiu tnrois ot&Ml honjd sbon. 
.. TboM bhudng sum that dart a downward ray, 
i fieredy shed intolerable day ; 

1. woods where btnfe for^t to m^ 
t bats in drowsy cluiitefs clii^; 

lis fiddt withiaok buunance crowa'd^ 
■ At dhik acorpion gathers death around : 
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• 

Whexe at each step the stranger fears to wake 
Ike nttlmg tenors (^ the vengeful soake ; 
Wheie crouching t^^ wait their hapten prey, 
had wagu men more mnrd'rous stfll than they ; 
nieoft ia wfaurb the mad tornado flies, 
^^■gP^'g die lavag'd famdscape with the skies. 
Kir diflTicnl these from e?*ry former scene, 
Ikecoolipg brooky the gnssy vested green, 
Iha hMCsy cofert of the warbling grove, 
Ihat oidy sfaelter'd thefb of harmlos love. 

Good Heav'n ! what soirows gloom'd that part- 
ing day, 

IW cd'd them from their native walks awav ; 

When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleasure past; 

Bmqgioiind their bow'rs,andibndlylook'd then: last, 
Aad took a long farewel, and wished in vain 
For aeats like these beyond the western main, 
Amd dilidd'iing still to hce the distant deep, 
ftctmi'd and wqit, and still returned to weep : 
IWgood old sire, that first prepai^d to go 
1^ ncw-ftmid worids, and wq)t for other's woe ; 
fi«t fiir hiwsflf, in consdons virtue brave, 
lie only wish'd for woilds beyond the graw. 
Ilii lovdy dan^iter, lovdier in hear teara^ 
Tlie fiMid companion of lus helfriess yea.i, 
Silent went next, ne^^tfiil of her chamu^ 
And left a lover's for her father's aims. 



^ 
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With loader plaints the mother spoke her woes. 
And bkst the cot where ev'ry pleasure rose ; 
And Idss'd her thoughtless babes with many a tear. 
And dasp'd them dose, in sorrow doubly dear : 
Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 
In all the decent manliness of grief. 

O Luxury ! thou curst by heaven's decree. 
How ill exchang'd are things like these for thee! 
How do thy potions with insidious joy 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown. 
Boast of a florid vigour not their own. 
At eVry draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe : 
Till sapp'd their strength, and ev'ry part unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a rum round. 

Ev'n now the devastation is begun, 
And half the business of destruction done : 
EVn now, methinks, as pond'ring here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anch'ring vessels spread the sail, 
T^iat idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Downvi*ard they move, a melancholy band, 
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand. 
Contented toil, and hospitable care. 
And kind connubial tenderness are there ; 
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And piety, with wishes plac'd above. 
And steady loyalty, and ^ithfid love. 
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 
Still first to fiy where sensual joys invade ; 
Unfit in these degenerate times of shame, 
To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame ; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd^ 
My shame in crowds, my solitary pride ; 
Thou source of all my bliss, and all my woe. 
Thou found'st me poor at first, and keep-st me so ; 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel. 
Thou nurse of ev'ry virtue, fare thee well. 
Farewel ; and O ! where'er thy voice be try'd, 
On Tomo's cliffs, or Pambamarca's side. 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow,^ 
Or winter wraps the polar world in snow» 
Still let tliy voice prevailing over time. 
Redress the rigours of th' inclement clime ; 
And slighted truth, with thy persuasive strain. 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gam : 
Teach him that states of native strength possest, 
Though very poor, may still be very blest ; 
That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay. 
As ocean sweeps the laboured mole away : 
While self-dependent power can time defy. 
As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 



M 
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FOUR ELEGIES; 
DESCRIPTIVE AND MORAL. 



ELEGY I. 

^BITT£N AT TKB APPfi(»ACH OF «PBIlfG. 

Stesn Waiter benee with aU fab train removes ; 

And dieerful skies and fimpid streams are seen ; 
Thick-^roixtiug ifolmge decorates tlie groves ; 

Reviving faeiiiage robes the fields in green. 

Yet lovelier soenes flhaU crown th' advancing year. 
When bloooHog Springes laH boasty b dbpiv^'d : 

The smile of bttHity evVy vale eball wear ; 
The voiee of mmg enltven ev'ry Bbade. 



O fancy, paint not coming days too fair ! 

Oft for the prospects sprightly May should yield, 
Rain-poiiring clouds have darkened all the air. 

Or snows untimely whiten*d o'er the field : 

But should kind spring her wonted bounty show'r 
The smile of beauty and the voice of song ; 

If gloomy thought tiie human mind o'erpow'r, 
Ev'n vernal hours glide unenjoy'd along. 
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I shim tlie socgnes wha« iiMidd\niig i^asrion fa^es; 

Where pride and fcXIy high dottinkiii hdd^ 
And unreleiiting avarice drives her slaves 

0'«r prostrate virtue, in porsoit of gold : 

The grassy hme, the wood-simfounded field, 
Tb^ rude stone fence, with firagrant waH-flow'rs 

The clay-built cot, to me more pleasure yield 
Than all the pomp iniperial domes di^lay: 

And yet ev'ki here, maid tiiese secret shades, 
These simj^ scenes of unreprovM delight, 

Affiction's iron hand my breast invades. 
And death's dread dart is ever in my sight. 

Whil^ geoisd suns to gemal shovr'rs succeed, 
(The air all mildness, and the earlh aH bloom) 

While herds and flocks range sportive o'er the 
mead. 
Crop the sweet herb, and snuff the rich perfume ; 

O 9fby ahme to hapless man deny'd 
To taste the bliss inferior beings boast ? 

why this fate, that fear and pain divide 
His few short hours on earth's delightfiil coast ? 
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All cease— ^no more of Providence complain ! 

Tis sense of guilt that wakes the mind to woe. 
Gives force to fear, adds energy to pain, 

And palls each joy by Heaven indulg'd below :. 

Why else the smiling infant-train so blest. 

Ere dear-bought knowledge ends the peace within, 

Or wild desire inflames the youthful breast, 
Or ill propension ripens into sin ? 

As to the bleating tenants of the field. 
As to the sportive warblers on the trees. 

To them their joys sincere the seasons yield. 
And all their days and all their prospects please! 

Such joys were mine when from the peopled streets, 
Where on Thamesis' banks I livM immur'd, 

The new-blown fields, that breathed a tliousand 
sweets,. 
To Surry's wood-crown'd hills my steps allur'd. 

O happy hours, beyond recovery fled ! 

What share I now, ** tliat can your loss repay,'* 
While o'er my mind these glooms of thought are 
spread. 

And veil the light of life's meridian ray ? 
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Is there no pow'r this darkness to remove ? 

The long-lost joys of Eden to restore? 
Or raise our views to happier seats above. 

Where fear, and pain, and death, shall be no more ? 

Yes, those there are who know a Saviour's love 
The long-lost joys of Eden can restore. 

And raise their views to happier seats above, 
Where fear, and pain, and death, shall be no more i 

These grateful share the gift of nature's hand^ 
And in the varied scenes that round them shine> 

(The fair, the rich, the awful, and the grand) 
Admire th' amazing workmanship divine. 

Blows not a floweret in th' enamePd vale. 
Shines not a pebble where the riv'let strays. 

Sports not an insect on the spicy gale. 
But claims their wonder and excites their praise. 

For them ev'n vernal nature looks more gay. 
For them more lively hues the fields adorn ; 

To them more fair the fairest smile of day. 
To them more sweet the sweetest breath of mom. 

They feel the bliss ths^t hope and» ^th supply ; 

They pass serene th' appointed hours that bring 
The day thait wafts them to the realms on high. 

The day that centers in eternal Spring. . 



106 



EJLEGYII. 

WBITTEN IN THB HOT SUMMBR, 175?. 

Three hours from noon the passing shadow shows^ 
The sultry breese glides taaaHy o'er the piains. 

The df>*«^"g ether fierce and fiercer gkyws. 
And human nature scarce its rage sustains. 

Now still and vacant is the dusty street, 
And still and vacant where yon fields extend, 

Save where those swains, of^pressfd with toil and heat^ 
The grassy harvest of the mead attend. 

Lost is the hvely aspect of the ground, 

Low are the qprings, the reedy ditches dry ; 

No verdant spot in all the vale is found. 
Save what yon stream's imfiiiling stores supply. 

Where are the fiow'rs that made the garden giqr^ 
Where is their beauty, where thehr firagrance fled f 

Their stems relax, fast fitll their leaves away. 
They fade and mingle with their dusty bed. 
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All but the natives of the torrid zone, 
What Afric^s wilds, or Peru's iieldsy disphiy, 

Pleas'd with ^ dime that imitates their pwn, 
They lovelier bloom beneaA the pardhing my. 

Where b wild nature's heart^revMag song. 
That fill'd in genial spripg the verdant bow'rs ? 

^ent ingloomy woods, iht &ather'd throng 
Pine thro' thislong, long course of sultry hours. 

Where is the.dream of bhss by Summer brought ? 

The walk along the riv^et-wator'd vale ? 
The field with verdure dad, \¥ith fiagranoe fraught. 

The sup mild-beamiog, and Ihe fiinning gale ? 

The weary soul imagination eheers, 

H^ pleasing colours paint the future gay ; 

Time passes on, the truth itself appears, 
The pleasing colours instant fiide away : 

In diflPrent seasons difiTrent joys we place, 

And these shall Spring supply, and Summer these; 

Yet frequpNt stonns the bloom of Spring defiice, 
And Summer scarcdy brings a di^ to please*. 

O for some secret, shady, cool recess! 

Some Gotfnc dome o'erbung with darksome trees. 
Where thick damp waHs tUs ragii^ heBtrq)re88, 

Wbeie the long mrie Javitw the hmj breeze* 
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But wHy these plaints ? — Amid his wastes of sand; 

Far more than thb the wand'ring Arab feek ; 
Far more the Indian in Columbus' land> 

While Phoebus o'er him rolb his fiery wheels : 

Far more the sensible of mind sustains, 
Rack'd with the poignant pangs of fear or shame ; 

The hopeless lover,, bound in beauty s chains^ 
And he, whom envy robs of hard-eam'd fame : 

He, who a father or a mother mourns,. 
Or lovely consort lost in early bloom ;. 

He, whom the dreaded rage of fever bums,. 
Or slow disease leads lingering to the tomb. 

Lest man should sink beneath the present pain. 
Lest man should triumph in the present joy ; 

For him th' unvarying " laws of Heaven ordain" 
Hope in his iUs, and to his bliss alloy. 

Fierce and oppressive is the sun we share, 
Yet not unusel^ to our humid soil ; 

Hence shall our fruits a richer flavour bear. 
Hence shall our plains with riper harvests smile : 

Reflect, and be content — for mankind's good 
Heav'n gives the due degrees of drought or rain : 

To-morrow ceaseless show'rs may swell the flood, 
Nor soon yon sun rise blazing fierce again : 
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Ev'n now behold the grateful change at hand; 

Hark ! in the east loud blust'ring gales arise ; 
Wide, and more wide the darkening clouds expand^ 

And distant lightnuigs flash along the skies. 

O ! in the awful concert of the storm, 
While hail and rain^ and wind and thunder join ! 

Let the Great Ruler's praise my song inform, 
Let wonder, rev'rence,. gratitude, he mine. . 



ELEGY IIL 

WRITTEN IN HARVEST. 

Fare w EL the pleasant violet-scented shade. 

The primros'd hill, and daisy-mantled mead. 
The furrow'd.land with springing com array 'd. 
The sunny wall with bloomy branches spread ; 

Farewel the bow'r with blushing roses gay, 
Farewel the fragrant trefoil-purpled field; 

Farewel the walk through rows of new-mown hay. 
When evening breezes mingled odours yield ; 

Farewel to these : — now round the lonely farms. 
Where jocund plenty deigns to fix her seat; 

Th' autumnal landscape, op'ning all its charms. 
Declares kind nature's annual work complete^. 
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* 
In difPrent parts what different views ddi^t^ 

Where on neat ridges wave the golden grain ; 
Or ynhere the bearded barley, dazzling white. 

Spreads o'er the steepy slope or wide champaigri. 

The smile of morning gleams along the hills. 
And wakefal labour calls her sons abroad ; 

They leave with cheerfiil l<loks their lowly vills,. 
And bid the fields lesigQ. their npen'd load. 

To various tasks address the rustic band, 

And here the scythe, and there the sickle wield : 

Or rear the new-bound sheaves along the land ; 
Or range in heaps the produce of the field. 

Some build the shocks, some load tlie spacious wains, 
Some lead to sheltering bams the fragrant com ; 

Some form tall ricks, that tow'ring o'er the plains, 
For many a mile the rural yards adorn. 

Th' inclosure gates thrown open all around, 
The stubble's peopled by the gleaning throng ; 

The rattling car with verdant branches crown'd, ' 
And joyful swains that raise the clam'rous song^ 

Soon mark glad harvest o'er. — ^Ye rural lords. 
Whose wide domams o'er Albion^s isfe extend ; 

Think whose kind hand your annual wealth affords, 
And bid to Heav'n your grttefiil praiie asoend.. • 
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For tho' no gift spontaneous of the ground. 
Rose these fair crops that made your vallies 
smile, 

Tho' the Mithe youth of ev'ry hamlet round, 
Porsu'd for these thro' many a day their toil; 

Yet what avail your labours or yotir cares ? 

Can all your labours or your cares, supply 
Bright suns, or soft'ning show'rs, or tepid airs, 

Or one indulgent influence of the sky f 

For Providence decrees that we obtain '^t^u -3^ 

With toU, eadi blessing destin'd to our use ; 

But means to teach us that our toil is vain. 
If He the bounty of hb hand refuse. 

Yet, Albion, blame not what thy crime demands. 
While this sad truth the blushing muse betrays. 

More frequent echoes o'er thy harvest lands 
The voice of riot than the voice of praise. 

Prolific tho' thy fields, and mild thy clime, 
Know realms, once fam'd for fields and climes 
as fair, 

Have fell the prey of famine, war, and time. 
And now no semblance of their glory bear. 
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Ask Palestine^ proud Asia's early boast, [oil; 

Where now the groves that pour'd her wiDe and 
Where the fair towns that crown'd her wealthy coast. 

Where the glad swains that till'd her fertile soil ? 

Ask, and behold, and mourn her hapless fall ; 

Where rose fair towns, where wav*d the golden 
grain, 
Thrown on the naked rock and mouldering wall, 

P^le Want, and Ruin hold their dreary reign. 

Where Jordan's vallies smil'd in living green. 
Where Sharon's flowers disclosed, their varied 
hues; 

The wand'ring pilgrim views the alter'd scene^ 
And drops the tear of pity as he views. 

Ask Grecia, mourning o'er her ruin'd tow'rs; 

Where now the prospects charm'd her bards of old^ 
Her corn-clad mountains, and Elysian bow'rs ; 

And silver streams thro' fragrant meadows roll'd f 

Where freedom's praise along the vale was heard. 
And town to town retum'd the fav'rite sound ; 

Where patriot war her awful standard rear'd, 
And.brav'd the millions Persia pour'd around ;. 
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There freedom's praise do more the valley cheers, 
There patriot war no more her banner waves ; 

Nor bard, nor sage, nor martkd chief appears^ 
But stem barbarian rule a land of slaves. 

Of mighty realms are such the poor remains, 
Of mighty realms that fell when, mad with pow'r , 

They lur'd each vice to revel on their plains ;: 
Each monster doom'd their offspring to devour I 

OAlbion ! wouldst thou shun their mournful fates^ 
To shun their follies and their crimes be thine ; 

And woo to linger in thy fair retreats, 
The radiant Virtues, progeny divine ! 

Bright Truth, the noblest of the sacred band. 
Sweet Peace, whose brow no ruffling frown de- 
forms, 

Fair Charity, with ever open hand. 
And Courage, smiling midst a thousand storms. 

O haste to grace our Isle, ye lovely train ! 

So may the Pow'r whose hand all blessing yields. 
Give her fam'd glories ever to remain. 

And crown with annual wealth her laugjiiing fields. 
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ELEGY IV. 

WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF WINTER* 

The sun far southward bend& his annual way. 
The bleak niurth^east wind lays the forest bare^ 

The fruit m^ather'd quits the naked spray» 
And dreary Winter reigns o'er earth and air. 

No mark of vegetable life is seen^ 
No bird to bird repeats his tuneful call ; 

Save the dark leaves of some rude evergreen. 
Save the lone red-breast on the moss-grown watt. 

Where are the sprightly scenes by Spring supply'd, 
The May-flower'd hedges scenting every breeze ; 

The white flocks scatfring o'er the mountain side. 
The woodlark warbling on the blooming trees f 

Where is gay Summer's sportive insect train. 
That in green fields on painted pinions played f 

The herd at mom wide-pasturing o'er the plain. 
Or throng'd at noon-tide in the wiUow'd shade I 

Where is brown Autumn's ev'ning, mild and still, 
^^^hattime the ripen'd com frc^ fragrance yields, 

What time the village peoples all the hill,. 
And lovd shouts echo o'er the harvest fields f 
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To foimer scenes our fluicy ^os returns, 
To former scenes that little pleas'd v/hen here ! 

Our Winter cfaiUs us, and our Summer bums, 
Yet we dislike the changes of the year. 

To hapfMer lands then restless fancy flies, [flow . 

Whoe Indian streams thro' green savannahs 
MHbere br^hter suns ana ever-tranquil skies. 

Bid new fruits iipen, and new flowerets Mow. 

Let truth these fairer happier landi^ survey, 
There half tiie year descends in wafry stor^ns ; 

Ormture sickens in the blaze of day, 
And one tirown hue the sun-burnt plain deforms. 

There oft as toiling in the maizy fields. 
Or homeward passing on the alfaadeless w{(Qr» 

His joyless life the weary hib'rer yields. 
And instant drops beneatii Ae deatfafel ray* 

Who dreams of nature free from nature's strife ? 

Who dreams of constsat hapfRness below ? 
The hope-^Qsh'd enfrer on the stage of life ; 

The yootii to knowledge unchastis'd by woe. 

For me, long toil'd on many a weary road. 
Led by £ilse hf^ in search of many a joy ; 

I find in earth's bleak clime no blest abode, 
No phce^ no seascm sacred from annoy. 
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For me, while Winter rages round the plains> 
With his dark days 111 human life compare ; 

Not those more fraught with clouds, and winds, and 
rains, 
Than this with pining pain and anxious care; 

O whence this wondrous turn of mind our &te I 
Whatever the season or the place possest, 

We ever murmur at our present state ; 

And yet the thought of parting breaks our rest : 

Why else, when heard in ev ning*s solemn gloom. 
Does the sad knell that, sounding o*er the plain, 

Tolls some poor lifeless body to the tomb, 
Thus thrill my breast with melancholy pain ? 

The voice of reason echoes in my ear. 

Thus thou ere long must join thy kindred clay ; 

No more thes6 ** nostrils breathe the vital air," 
No more these eyelids open on the day. 

O Winter, round me spread thy joyless reign. 
Thy threafning skies in dusky horrors drest ! 

Of thy dread rage no longer PU complain. 
Nor ask an Eden for a transient guest 

Enough has^ Heaven indulged of joy below. 
To tempt our tarriance in this lov'd retreat : 

Enough has Heaveo,ordaiii'd of useful woe, 
Tio make us languish for a happier seat. 
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There is, who deems all climes, all seasons fair. 
There is, who knows no restless passion's strife ; 

Contentment smiling at each idle care ; 
Contentment, thankful for the gift of life ; 

She finds in Winter many a scene to please ; 
The morning landscape fringed with frost-work 

gay. 

The sun at noon seen through the leafless trees, 
The clear calm ether at the close of day. 

She marks th' advantage storms and clouds bestow. 
When blust'ring Caurus purifies the air. 

When moist Aquarius pours the fleecy snow. 
That makes th' impregnate glebe a richer harvest 
bear • 

She bills for aH our grateful praise arise 

To him whose mandate spake the world to form ; 
Gave Spring's gay bloom, and Summer's cheerful 

skies. 
And Autumn's corn-clad field, and Winter's sound- 
ing storm. ' 
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HYMN, 



FROM PSALM VIII. 



Almighty PoVr, amazing are thy ways ! 
Above our knowledge, and above our praise ! 
How all thy works thy excellence display ; 
How fair, how great, how wcmderful are they ! 
Thy hand yon wide-extended heaven up-rais'd. 
Yon wide-extended heaven with stars emblas'd. 
Where each bright orb».since time his course begun. 
Has roll'd a mighty world, or shin'd a sun : 
Stupendous thought ! how sinks all human race ! 
A point, an atom in the field of space ! 
Yet ev'n to us, O Lord, thy care extends. 
Thy bounty feeds us, and thy pow'r defends; 
Yet ev'n to us, as delegates of Thee, 
Thou giv'st dominion over land and sea ; 
Whate'er or walks on earth, or flits in air. 
Whatever of life the wafry regions bear ; 
All these are ours, and for th' extensive daim. 
We owe due homage to thy Sacred Name ! 
Almighty Pow'r !^ how wondrous are thy ways ! 
How far above our knowledge and our praise ! 
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AN ELEGY, 

XUnCUBIlfG THB 

BORROW OF AN INGENUOUS MINO» 

ON THB 
MELANCHOLY EFSNT OF 4 LlCENTIOUa AMOUR. 

SHENSTONE. 

Why mourns my frieiid? why weqps his down- 
cast eye? 

That ^e where mirdi, where fiincy us'd to shine ; 
lliy cheerful meads rqprove that swdling sigh ; 

Spring ne'er enamelM fiurer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodged in fortune's warm embrace f 
Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care ? 

Bless'd in thy song^ and bless'd in ev'ry grace 
That wins the friend, and that enchants the fiur? 

DanMUi said he, tby partial praise restrain; 

Not Damon's^ friendship can my peace restore ; 
Ahsl fab w^pniM awakes my pun, 

And my pooc wounded, bosom bleeds the more. 
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For O ! that nature on my birth had frown'd ! 

Or fortune fix'd me to some lowly cell 1 
Then had my bosom 'scap'd this fatal wound, 

Nor had I bid these vernal »weets farewel. 

But led by fortune's hand, her daiiing child. 
My youth her vain licentious bliss admir'd ; 

In fortune's train the syren flatt'ry smil'd. 
And rashly hallow'd all her queen inspir'd. 

Of lolly studious, ev'n of vices vain, 
Ah ! vices, gilded by the rich and gay ! 

1 chas'd the guileless daughters of the plain ! 
Nor dropp'd the chase tfli Jessy was my prey^i 

Poor artless maid ! to stain thy spotless name. 
Expense, and art, and toil, united strove ; 

To lure a breast that felt (he purest flame, 
Sustain*d by virtue, but betray'd by love. 

SchooFd in the science of love's mazy wiles, 
I cloth'd each feature with affected scorn ; 

I ^ke of jealous doubts, and fickle smiles. 
And feigning, lefl her anxious and forlorn. 

Then, while the fancy 'd rage alarm'd her care. 
Warm to deny, and zealous to disprove ; 

I bade my words their wonted softness wear, 
And seized the minute of returning love. 
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To thee^ my Damon, dare I paint the rest ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
Assured that virtue, by misfortune press'd. 

Feels not the sharpness of a pang like mine. 

Nine envious moons matur'd her growing shame ! 

Ere while to flaunt it in tlie iace of day ; 
When scomM of virtue, stigmatized by fame. 

Low at my feet desponding Jessy lay« 

** Henry/' she said, '* by thy dear form subdu'd. 
See the sad relics of a nymph undone ; 

I find, I find this rising sob renew'd : 
I dgh in shades, and sicken at the sun. 

Amid the dreary gloom of night I cry. 
When will the mom's once»pleasing scenes return? 

Tet what can mom's returning ray supply. 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ? 

Alas ! no more the joyous mora appears 
That led the tranquil hours of q[K>tiess fame 1 

For I have ste^'d a ^aitlier's couch in tears, 
And ting'd a mother s glowing cheek with diame. 

The vocal birds that raise their matin strain. 
The sportive lambs increase my pensive moan ; 

All -seem to chase me from the cheerful plain. 
And talk of tnith and innocence alone. 

o 
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If through the garckm's flow'ry tribes I tStmy, 
Where bloom the jes^muis that could ooce allure, 

Hope not to find delight in U9, they say. 
For we are spotless, Jessy, we are pure. 

Ye ftyw'rs! that well reproach a nymph so frail. 
Say, could you with my virgin fame compare } 

The brightest bud that scents the vernal gale, 
Was not so fragrant, and was not so lair. 

Nqw the grave old alarm-the gentler young ; 

And all my fame's abborr'd contagion flee ; 
Trembles each lip and faulters every tongue, 

That bids the mom prqiitious smile on me. 

Thus for your sake I shun each human eye ; 

I bid the sweets of blooming youth adieu ; 
To die I languish but I dread to die. 

Lest my sad fate should nourish pangs for you. 

Raise me from earth ; the pains of want remove, 
And let me nient seek some friendly shore ; 

There, only banish*d from the form I love. 
My weeping virtues shall relapse no more. 

Be but my friend I « I ask no dearer name ; 

Be such the meed of some more artful fair : 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chase my shmie, 

That pity gave what kve refused to share. 
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Force not my tongue to ask its scanty bread. 
Nor hurl thy Jessy to the vulgar crew : 

Not so the parent's board at which I fed 1 
Not'such the precept from his lips I drew ! 

Haply when age has silver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to scorn so mean a spoil : 

Envy may slight a hce no longer fair ; 
And pity welcome to my native soil." 

• 

She spoke ^nor was I bom of savage race ; 

Nor could tiiese hands a niggard boon assign ; 
Gratefol "she dasp'd me in a last embrace, 

And vow'd to waste her life in pray'rs for mine. 

I saw her foot the lofty bark ascend } 
I saw her breast with ev'ry gassion heave ; 

I left her torn from ev'ry earthly friend ; 
O ! hard my boiom, which could bear to leave. 

Brief let me be; the fatal storm arose ; 

The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vain : 
O'er the tall mast the circling surges close ; 

My Jessy floats upon the wat'ry plain ! 

And occ my youth^» impeteous fires decay ; 

Seek not to stop reflection's bitter tear ; 
But warn the frolic^ and instruct the gay> 

Fro» Jessy flottiDg on her waf ly bier ! 
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THE 

HERMIT. 

PARNELL. 

Far in a wild unknown to public view. 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hemiit grew ; 
The moss bis bed, the cave his humble cell. 
His food the fruits, his drink the crystal weD : 
Remote from man, with God he pass'd his days, 
Pray'r all his business, all his pleasure praise. 

A life so sacred, such serene repose, 
Seem'd heaven itself, till one suggestion rose ; 
That vice should triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This sprung some doubt of Providence's sway : 
His hopes no more a certain prospect boast, 
And all the tenor of his soul is lost : 
So when a smooth expanse receives imprest 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breast, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow. 
And skies beneath with answering colours glow : 
But if a stone the gentle scene divide. 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry side. 
And glimm'ring fragments of a broken sun, 
Banks, trees, and skies, in thick disorder run. 
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To clear this doubt, to know the worid by sight, 
To find if books, or swaius, report it right ; 
(For yet by swaius alone the world he knew. 
Whose feet came waud'riug o'er the nightly dew) 
He quits his cell, the pilgrim-staff he bore. 
And iixM the scallop in hb hat before ; 
Then with the sun a rising journey went. 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 

The mom was wasted in the pathless grass>, 
And long and lonesome was the wild to pass ; 
But when the southern wind had warm'd the day,. . 
A youth came posting o'er a crossing way ; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
And soft in graceful ringlets wav*d his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail ! he cry'd; 
And hail, my sou ! the rev'rend sire reply'd : 
Words followed words, from question answer flow'd. 
And talk of various kind deceived the road : 
Till each with other pleasM, and loath to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart ; 
Thus stands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy clasps an elm around. 

Now sunk the sun ; the closing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o*er with sober grey ; 
Nature in silence bid the worid repose ; 
When neac the road a stately palace rose: 
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Thae by tbe mood thro' raaks ai trees tb^ pa«, 
Whose verdure crowo'd their stofia^ skies of grass > 
It chanc'd tlie ooble master of the dome 
Still mad* his house the waod'ring straufsier's home : 
Yet still the kindness, from a thrift of praise, 
Prov'd the vain flourish of expensive ease. 
The pair arrive : the hverv'd servants wait. 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate^ 
The table groans with costly piles of food. 
And all is more than hospitably good. 
Then led to rest, the day's long toil they drown. 
Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and heaps of down. 

At length 'tis mom, and at the dawn of day, 
Along tbe wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
Fresh o*er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And shake the neighboring wood to banish akeep. 
Up rise the guests, obedient to tbe call ; 
An early banquet deck*d the splendid hall ; 
Rich luscious wine a golden goblet grac'd. 
Which the kind master forc'd the guests to taste. 
Then pleas'd and thankful from the porch they go ; 
And, but the landlord, none had cause of woe : 
His cup was vamsh'd, for in secret guise 
I The younger guest purloined the gUtt'ring prize. 

K Asooe who spies m serpent in hb way, 
L «iiilUi«Mib«rikii««ili»8iuMMrHriv> 
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Disorder'd stofto to shun the danger near^ 

Then walks with fkintoeas on, and looks with fear ; 

So seem'd the sire : when far upon the road, 

The shining spoil his wily partner showed. 

He stopped with silence, walk'd with trembltiig 

heart. 
And much he wish'd, but durst not ask to part : 
Mumi*ring he lifts his ejes, and thinks it faardj 
That gen'rous actious meet a base reward. 

While thus they pass, the sun his glory shrouds, 
The changing skies bang out their sal^ elondi^ ; 
A sound in air presag'd approaching rain. 
And beasts to covert scud across the plam. 
Warn'd by the signs, the wand'ring pairjretr^t. 
To seek for shelter at a neighboring seat 
'Twas built with turrets, on a rising ground, 
And strong, and large, and unimfHWd around ; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and severe, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a desert there. 
As near the miser's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce rising gusts with suddetf fbry blew ; 
The nimble lightning, mtx'd with shof^rs, begisn. 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vairt, 
Driv'n by the wind, and batler'd by the rain. 
At length some pity warmed tlie master's breast, 
(Twas then his ttirMhold first received a guest) 
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Slow creakii^ tura'd the door with jealoofi care. 
And half he welcomes hi the shhr'riiig pau* ; 
One frugal iaggot lights the naked walls. 
And nature's fervor through then* limbs recalb ; 
Bread of the coarsest sort, with meager wine, 
(Each hardly granted) 8erv*d them both to dine : 
And when the tempest first appear'd to cease, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With still remark the jpond'ring hermit view'd 
In one so rich, a life so poor and rude : 
And why should such, within himself he cry'd, 
Lock the lost wealth a thousand want beside ? 
But what new marks of wonder soon took place 
In ev'ry settling feature in his face ! 
When fix>m his vest the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before ; 
And paid profusely with the precious bowl 
The stinted kmdness of this churlbh souL 

But now the clouds in sury tumult %, 
The sun emerging opes an azure sky ; 
A fresher green the smelling leaves display. 
And glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day; 
Tlie weather courts them from the poor retreat^ 
And the glad master bolts the wary gate. 
Wliite hence they waft, the pilgrim's bosom wrou^ 
all ibei travails of uncataia thought ; 
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ITis partner's acts without th^ cause appear; 
. Twas there a vice, and seem'd a madness here :- 
Detesting that, and pitying tliis, he goes. 
Lest and confounded with the various shows. 

Now night's dim shades again involve the sky^ 
Again the wanderers want a place to lie, 
Again they search, and find a lodging nigh. 
The soil improv'd around, the mansion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great : 
It seem'd to speak its mast^'s turn of mind, 
Content, and not for praise, but virtue kind. 

Hither the walkers turn with weary feet. 
Then bless the mansion, and the master greet : 
Their greeting fair, bestow*d with modesf guise 
The courteous master hears, and thus replies : 

Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
To Him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 
From Him you come, from Him accept it here, 
A frank and sober, more than costly cheer. 
He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread. 
Then talk*d of virtue till the hour of bed. 
When the grave houshold round his hall repair, • 
Wam'd by a bell, and close the hours with prayer. 

At length the world, renew'd by calm repose. 
Was fltron^for toil, the dappled mom arose ;: 

G2 
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Before the |»flgrim'f part, Um younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle where aa iafiuit sl^it. 
And writh'd its neck : the landlord's little pride ; 
O strange return ! grew black, and gasp'd and dy'd. 
Horror of horrors ! What ! his only son ! 
How- hK>k'd our hermit when the fact was done ? 
Not hell, tho' hell's black jaws in sunder part, 
And breathe blue tire, could more assault his heart. 

Confus'd, and struck with silence at the deed. 
He flies, but. trembiing; fails to fly with speed. 
Hb steps the youth pursues; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads, a servant rJiow'd the way ; 
A river cross'd the path ; the passage o'er 
Was nice to And ; the servant trod before ; 
Long arms of oak an open bridge supply'd. 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth who seem'd to watch a time to sin, 
Approach'd the careless guide, and* thrust him in ; 
Plunging be falls, and rbing liflts his head, 
Then plashing turns, and sinks among the dead. 

Wild, sparkling rage inflames the father's eyes^ 
He bursts the bands of fear, and madly cries. 
Detested wretch ! — But scarce his speech began. 
When the strange partner seem'd no longer man : 
His youthful face grew more serenely sweety 
His robe tnm'd white, and flow'd uponhia het; . 
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Fair rounds ef radiant points invest his hair ; 
Celestial odoors breathe through purpled air ; 
And wiogs, whose colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes dc^slvfy 
The farm ethereal bursts upon his sight, 
And mofes in all the majesty of light. 

Tho' loud at first the pilgrim's passion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and knew not what to do ; 
Surprise in secret chains his words suspends, 
And in a calm bis settling temper ends. 
But silence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The voice of music ravished as he spoke.) 

Thy pray'r, thy praise, thy life to vice unknown, 
In sweet memorial rise before the throne : 
These charms^ success in our bright region find. 
And force a& angel down, to calm thy mind ; 
For this commissioned, 1 forsook the sky, . 
Nay, cease to kneel — ^Thy fellow^servant I. 

Then know the truth*^of government divine. 
And let these scruples be no longer thine. 

The Maker justly chums that world he made, 
In this the right of Providence is laid ; 
Its sacred majesty through all dq)ends 
On using second means to work bis ends : 
^Tis thus, fi^hdrawn in state from human eye 
The Power eierts ins attributes on high, 
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Tour actions uses nor controls ydur will, 
And bids the doubting sons of men be stiU. 

What strange events can strike with more surprise 
Than those which lately struck thy wond'ringeyes I ' 
Yet tau^t by these, confess th' Almighty just, 
And where you can't unriddle^ learn to trust ! 

The great vain man who far'd on costly food, 
Whose life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his iv'ry stands with goblets shine, 
And forc'd his guests to morning draughts of wine> 
Has, with the cup, this graceless custom lost, 
And still he welcomes, but with less of cost. 

The mean, su^icious wretch, whose bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wand'ring poor; 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That Heav'n can bless, if mortals will be khid. 
Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl. 
And feels compassion touch his grateful soul. 
Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head ; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow. 
And, loose from dross, the silver runs below. 

Long had our pious friend in virtue trod. 
But now the child half wean'd his heart &kai GoJD; 
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(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in paiD^ 
And measured back his steps to earth again* 
To what excesses had his dotage run ! 
Bnt GoOy to save the father, took the son. 
To all but thee, in fits he seem'd to go, 
(And 'twas my ministry to deal the blow) 
The poor fond parent humbled in the dust. 
Now owns, in tears, the punishment was just« 

But how had all bis fortune felt a wrack, ^ 
Had that Mse servant sped in safety back ! 
This night his treasur'd heaps he meant to steals 
Then what a fund of chi^ty would fail ! 

Thus Heav'n instructs thy mind : this trial o'er^ 
Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more. 

On sounding pinions here the youth withdrew^ 
The sage stood wond'ring as the seraph flew. 
Thus look'd Elisha when to mount on high, 
His master took the chariot of the sky : 
The fiery pomp ascending, left the view ; 
The prophet guz'd, and wish'd to follow too. 
The bending hermit here a prayer b^un. 
Lard f as in heflv'n^ on earth thy will be done. 
Then gladly turnings sought his ancient place^ 
And passed a life of piety and peace^ 
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NIGHT-PIECE ON DEATH. 

PARNELL. 

St the blue taper^s trembling light. 
No more T waste the wakeful night. 
Intent with endless view to pure 
The schoolmen and the sages o'er: 
Their books from wisdom widely stray. 
Or point at best the longest way. 
ril seek a readier path, and go 
Where wisdom's surely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dyes the sky f 
Where orbs of gold uimurober'd lie, 
While through their ranks in silver pride 
The nether crescent seems to glide. 
The slumb'ring breeze forgets to breadle. 
The lake is smooth and clear beneaft, 
Where once again the jangled show 
Descends to meet our eyes below. 
The grounds which on the right aspire, 
In dimness from the view retire : 
Tbe left presents a place of graves, 
WIkm waUb tbe silent water laves. 
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That steeple guides tby doubtfid ag|it 
Amoug tbe livid gleams of night* 
There pass with melancholy state, 
By all the solemn heaps of &te» 
And think as sofUy sad you tread 
Above the venerable dead. 
Time was, like thee tkty Ufe p9ue$$*dy 
And time shall be, thai thou $haU rest. 

Those graves with bending osier bound. 
That namejess heave the crumbled ground^ 
Quick to the glancing thought disclose 
Where toil and poverty repose. 

The flat smooth stones that bear a Dame, 
^The chissel's slender help to fiinie. 
Which ere our set of friends decay. 
Their frequput -steps may wear away ;) 
A middle race of mortals own. 
Men half ambitious all unknown. 

The oMvble tombs that rise on high. 
Whose dead in vaulted arches lie, 
Whose pillars swell with sculptured stones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphsy and bones. 
These, all the pocur remains of state. 
Adorn the rich, or praise the great ; 
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WbOy while on earth, in fame they Ifve, 
Are senseless of the fame they give. 

Ha ! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades. 
The burstmg earth unveils tlie shades ! 
All slow, and wan, and wrapped with sHrou 
They rise in visionary crowds 
And all with sober accent cry, 
Think, martaly what it is to die t 

Now from yon black and fun'rat yew 
That bathes the chaniel house with dew, 
Methinks I hear a voice begin ; 
(Ye ravens, cease your croaking din, 
Ye tolling clocks, no time resound 
O'er the long lake and midnight ground) 
It sends a peal of hollow groans. 
Thus speaking from among the bones* 

When men my scythe and dart supply. 
How great a king of fears am I ! 
They view me like the last of things ; 
They make, and then they dread my stings. 
Fools! ifyou less provok'd your fears. 
No more my spectre-form appears. 
Death's but a paUi that must be trod,. 
If mm would ever pass to God : 
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A port of calms, a state of ease. 
From the rough rage of swelling seas. 

Why then thy flowing sable stoles^ 
Deep pendant cypress,. mourning poles, 
Lbose scarfs to &11 athwart thy weeds. 
Long palls, driiwn hearses, cover^i steeds. 
And flumes of black, that as they tread, 
Nod o'er th' escutcheons of the dead } 

Nor can the parted body know, 
Nor wants the soul those forms of woe : 
As men who long in prison dwell, 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell. 
Whene'er their sufiering years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the gUtt'ring sun: 
Such joy, though far transcending sense, 
Have pious souls at parting hence. 
On earth, and in the body plac'd, 
A few and evil years they waste ; 
But when their chains are cast aside. 
See the glad scene unfolding wide. 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 
And mingle with the blaze of day« 
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MESSIAH. 

Ysiiympksof Selyma! b^^intfae soi^: 
To hea^niy themes subtimer strains belong. 
The mossy fountains, and the sylvan shades^ 
The dreams of Pindus, and the Aonian maids, 
Delight no more— O thou, my voice inspire. 
Who touch'd Isaiah*s baUow'd lips with fire ! 

Wrapt into future times the bard begun, 
A virgin shsdl conceive, a virgin bear a Son ! 
From lease's root behdid a branch arise, 
Whose sacred flow'r with fragrance fills the skies : 
Th' ethereal spuit o'er its leaves shatt moiw. 
And on its top descend the mystic dove. 
Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy nectar ponr. 
And in soft silence shed the kindly shower ! 
The sick and weak, the healing plant shttH aid. 
From storms a shelter, and fit>m heat a shade* 
All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall^^Eul ; 
Returning justice lift aloft her scale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive-wand extend. 
And white-rob'd innocence from heav'n descend. 
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Swift fly the years, and rise th expected hhh* ; 
O spring to Jightf auspicious Babe, be boni ! 
See nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 
With all the incense of the breathing spriog* 
See ipfty Lebanon his head advance. 
See nodding forests on the mountains dance. 
See spicy clouds from lowly Sharon rise, 
And Carmers flow'ry top perfumes the skies : 
Hark ! a glad voice the londy desert cheers I 
Prepare the way ! A Goj>, a God appears ! . 
A God ! a God I the vocal hills reply, 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity ; 
Lo, earth recdves him irom the bending skies ! 
Sink down, ye mbimtaina, and, ye valleys, rise ; 
With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
Be smooth^ ye rocks ; ye n^id floods, give way ! 
The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold; 
Hear him, ye deaf, and, all ye blind, behold. 
He from thkk films shall purge the visual ray, 
And on the s^tless eye-bail pour the day ; 
'Tis he th' obstructed path of sound shall clear, 
And bid new music charm th' unfolding ear ; 
The dumb shall sing, the lame lus crutch forego. 
And leap, exulting, like the bounding roe. 
No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear, 
From ev'iy 6oe be wipes off ev'ry tear. 
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Id adamaotiiie chains shall death be bound. 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care. 
Seeks freshest pasture, and tlie purest air. 
Explores the lost, the wand'ring sheep directs. 
By day o'ersees them, and by night protects ; 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms. 
Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms : 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promised father of the future age. 
No more shall nation against nation rise. 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes. 
Nor fields with gleaming steel be cever'd o*er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend, 
And the proud faulchion in a ploughshare end : 
Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son 
Shall finish what his short-liv'd sire begun ; 
Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 
And the same hand that sow'd, shall reap the field. 
The swain in barren deserts with surprise 
Sees lilies springs and sudden verdure rise; 
And starts amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes. 
The green reed trembles and the bulrush nodsi. 
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ndy TalleySy buce perplexed with thora, 

r fir, and shapely box adoni ; 

98 shrubs the flowViog palm succeed^ 

pus myrtk to the noisome weed. 

Ml with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

I in flow'ry bands the ty^^er lead ; 

* and lion at one crib shall meet, 

nless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 

ing infant in his hand shall take 

ted basilisk, and speckled snake ; 

he green lustre of the scales survey, 

. their forky tongues shall innocently play. 

rown'd with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 
tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 
g race thy spacious courts adorn ; 
e sons and daughters, yet unborn, 
ing ranks on every side arise, 
ng hfe, impatient for the skies ! 
roos nations at thy gates attend, 
by light, and in thy temple bend ; 
»r^t altars thronged with prostrate kings, 
\'d with product of Sabaean springs ! 
[dump's spicy forests blow, / 
) of gold in Ophir^s mountains glow. 
'n its sparkling portals wide display, 
k upon thee in a flood of day ! 
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No more the rising sun shall gild the raoniy 
Nor ev'iiing C}nthia till her silver horn ; 
But lost, dissolved in tliy superior mys. 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blase 
Overflow thy courts : the Light himself shall 
Revcafd, and Gcd's eternal day be thine ! 
The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay. 
Rocks fall to dust, aud mountains melt away ; 
But tix*d his word, his saving pow'r remains ; 
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah 
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WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

GRAY. 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

Tlie lowing herd winds slowly o er the lea, 
The ploughmau homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimm'ring landscape on the sig^t, 
And hU the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where die beetle wheels his drony flight. 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds ; 
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Save that ftom yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The mc^Nng owl does to the moon complaia 

)f sucb as, wHod'ring near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign* 

k&eatii those rugged elms, that yew-tree's fhade^ 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ringheap, 

iach in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
Tlie rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 

■lie breezy call of incense-breathing mom. 
The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed, 

rbe cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more shall xouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall bum. 
Or busy housewife ply her ev'ning care ; 

No children run to lisp their sire's return, 
Or climb his knees, the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle \ield, 
Thehr farrow oft the stubbom glebe has broke ; 

How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroke ! 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 
Tlieir homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile, 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 
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The boast of heraldry, the pomp of poWtf 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 

Await alike th' inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you,- ye proud, to these impute the fiuilt. 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raise. 

Where thro' the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault, 
.The pealing anthem swelb the note of praise. 

Can story'd urn, or animated bust, 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 

Can honour's voice provoke the silent dust. 
Or flat fry soothe the dull cold ear of death? 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid- 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 

Hauds that the rod of empire might have swa/d. 
Or wak'd to ectasy the living lyre. 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with tlie spoils of time, did ne'er unroU; 

Chill penury repressed their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Fftll many a gem of purest ray serene. 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flow r is born to blush unseen. 
And waste the sweetness on the desert air. 
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Some viUage-Hampdeo, that with dauntfefls brett t 
The Uttle tynmt of his fields withstood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 
Some Cromwdl guiltless of his eountr/s blood. 

Hi' applause of lisfning senates to conmiand. 
The threats of pain and ruin to despite. 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling kmd» 
And read theur hist'ry in a nation's eyes, 

Their lot'forbad : nor circumscribed alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes oonfia'd; 

Forbad to wade through slaughter to a tfareme, 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind. 



The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide. 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame. 
Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride 
^ With incense kindled at the Muse's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife, 
llieir sober wishes never learnt to stray ; 

Alm^ the cool sequester'd vale of life 
They kept the ncNsdess tenor of thehr way. 

Tet e'en these bones from msult to protect. 
Some frail^memorial still erected nigh, 

Witt uncouth rhymes and shapeless scu^uredeck'd, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

H 
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Their names, their years, spelt by th'unletter^d^use^ 
The place of fame and elegy supply ; 

And many a holy text around she strews, * 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 
This plea^ng anxious being e'er resigned, 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day. 
Nor cast one longing lingering look behind ? 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies. 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires, 

EVn from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our ashes live their wonted fires. 

For thee, who, mindful of th' unhonour'd dead. 
Dost in these lines their s^tless tale relate ; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led. 
Some kindred ^irit shall inquire thy fate. 

Haply some hoary-heaiied swain may say, 
** Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn, 

** Brushing with hasty steps the dews away, 
" To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

*^ There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
'* That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 

** His listless length at noon-tide would he stretch, 
*^ And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 
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Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Mutfring hisivayward fiuicies, he would rove; 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one foriom. 
Or crazM with care, or cross'd in hopeless love. 

^^ One mom I miss'd him on th' accustom'd hill, 
'' Along the heath, and near his favorite tree ; 
** Another came ; nor yet beside the rill. 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
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" The next, with dirges due in sad array, 

*' Slow thro' the church-yard path we saw hinf 
** borne. 

** Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay, 
'' GraVd on the stone beneath yon aged thorn/ 



THE EPITAPH. 

** Here rests his' head upon the lap of earth, 

** A youth to fortune and to fame unknown ; 
*' Fair science frown'd not on his humble birth. 
And melancholy marked him for her own. 
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^* Large was his. bounty, and hi^ «oul sincere, 
'^ Heav'n did a reeompence as laigdy send : 

'^ He gave to mb'ry all he had, a tear, 

'* He gain'd frooi heav'a Ctwas all. he wished), 
'^ a friend. 
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'^ No further seek his merits to disclosei 
*' Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

'^ (There they alike in trembling hope repose) 
'' The bosom of his Father and hb God." 



TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 

THE EARL OF WARWICK, 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON. 

TICKELL. 

If, dumb too long, the drooping Muse hath staid 
And left her debt to Addison unpaid, 
Blame not her silence, Warwick, but bemoan, 
And judge, O judge my bosom by your own. 
What mourner ever Mt poetic fires ! 
Slow comes the verse that real woe inspires : 
Grief imatifected suits but iU with art. 
Or flawing numbers with a bleedii^ heart. 

Can I foi^t the dismal night, that gave 
My soul's best part for ever to the grave ? 
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How silent did liis old companioDS tread. 
By midnight lanqps, the mansions of the dead. 
Thro' breathing statues, then unheeded things. 
Thro' rows of warriors, and thro^ walks of longs. 
)Vhat awe did the slow solemn knell inspire ! 
The pealing organ, and the solemn dioir : 
The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate paid. 
And the last words that dust to dust conve/d. 
While speechless o'er thy dosmg grave we bend, 
Accept these tears, thou dear departed friend : 
O, gone for ever, take this long adieu ; 
And sleep in peace, next thy lov'd Montague ! 

To strew fresh laurels, let the task be mine, 
A frequent pilgrim at thy sacred shrine ; 
Mine with true sighs thy absence to bemoan. 
And grave with i^thful epitaphs tky summs 
If e'er from me thy lov'd memorial part. 
May shame afflict this alienated heart ! 
Of thee forgetful if I form a song. 
My lyre be broken, and untun'd my tongue. 
My grief be doubled, from thy image fire^ 
And mirth a torment unchastb'd by thee. 

Oft let me range the gloomy aisles alone, 
(Sad luxury ! to vtllgar minds unknown) 
Along the walls where speaking marbles show 
What worthies form'd the hallow'd mould below: 
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Proud names, who once the rdns ^rf" empire held ; 
In anss who triomph'dy or in ait excell'd ; 
Chkh, grac'd with scars ; and prodigal of Uood ; 
Stem patriots, who for sacred freedom stood ; 
Just men, by whom impartial laws were giv'n : 
And saints who tau^t and led the way to heav'n. 
Ne*er to these chambers where the mighty rest, 
Since their foundation, came a nobler guest ; 
Nor e'er was to the bowers of bliss conveyed 
A fairer spirit, or more welcome shade. 

In what new region to the just assign'd. 
What new employments please th' unbody'd mind ? 
A winged virtue thro' th* ethereal sky, 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly. 
Or curious trace the long laborious roasEe 
Of HfRvcn'rdecrces, where wond'ring angels gaze ? 
Does he delight to hear bold seraphs tell 
How Michael battled, and the Dragon fell ? 
Or mix'd with milder cherubim to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill essay 'd below ? 
Or dost thou warn poor mortals left bdiind ^ 
A tek well suited to thy gentle mind. 
^ O^ if tottetimes thy spotless form descend, 
MAi «e thy aid» thou guardian genius, lend ! 
^BfllM H(e Misguides iMe» or when fear alarms, 

KlllM{#iii 4H>titm8» w when pkftso^ 
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In silent whi^'rings purer thoughts impart, 

And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart ; 

Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before. 

Till bliss shall join, nor death can part us more. 

That awful form (which so the heav'ns decree, 

Must still be lov'd, and still deplored by me) 

In nightly visions seldom fails to rise, 

Or, rous'd by fancy, meets my waking eyes, 

If bus'ness calls, or crowded courts invite, 

Th' unblemished statesman seems to strike my s^ht; 

If pensive to the rural shades I rove. 

His shape overtakes me in the lonely grove : 

Tvf2LS there of just and good he reason'd strong, 

Cleared some great truths, or rais'd some serious 

song; 
There patient showed us the wide course to steer, 
A candid censor, and a friend sincere ; 
There taught us how to live ; and (O ! too high 
The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 

Thou hill, whose brow the antique structure grace, 
Reai^d by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race. 
Why, once so Ipv'd, whene'er thy bow'r appears, 
O'er my dim eye-balls glance the sudden tears ! 
How sweet were once thy prospects fresh and fair, 
Tby sloping walks and unpolluted air ! 
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How sweet the glooms beneath thy aged trees, 
Tliy noon-tide shadow, and thy er'nng breesc ! 
His image thy forsaken bow'rs restiHV ; 
Hiy walks aod airy pro^>ects are no more ; 
No nare the suDtmer n thy gloon's allay'd. 
Thy ev'nii^ breeies, and thy nooiMlay shade. 

Front other ills, however fortune frown'd. 
Some refuge in the Muse's art I found ; 
Iteluctant now I touch the trembling string. 
Bereft of him who taught me how to sing ; 
And tliesc sad accents, mnTmur*d o'er iiis nm, 
Betny that absence they attempt to mourn. 
O I must I then (now fresh my bosom bleeds. 
And Cra^ in death to Addison succeeds) 
Tbe TCfse, begun to one lost friend, prolong. 
And weep a second in th' unfinish'd song ! 
TIkm words divine, wliiefa, on his death-bed hid, 
To llwe, O Craggs, th' expiring sage cmivcy'd, 
Great, but ill^men'd uKHiument of fame. 
Nor be MrviT'd to girr, nor tbou to claim. 
Sarift lAcr Un Ihy social spiik ffies. 
And flosr T.i tm, bnr soon tby coAi lies- 

»'d i»ii , wboae nniaa fiitnre barda ^mll tdl 
; each otbei'* bo«st ! larevel- 
Wll ninaijwa'dnftae, infriesidsbiptry'd, 
4 fcircr, dot the giaTC diride. 
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REFLECTIONS, 

BY A CLERGYMAN IN VIRGINIA, 

BjUurning home from his Duty on a tery gloomy Night, 

Come, heav'nly pensive contemplationy come. 
Possess my soul, and solemn thoughts inq[>ire ! 
The sacred hours, that .with too swift a wing 
Incessant hurry by, nor quite elapsed. 
Demand a serious close ; then be my soul , 
Sedate and solemn, as this gloom of night 
That thickens round me. Free from care, compos'd \ 
Be all my soul, as this dread solitude, 
Thro' which with gloomy joy I make my way* 
Above these clouds, above the spacious sky, 
In whose vast arch these cloudy oceans rdl. 
Dispensing fiitness to the world below. 
There dwells the Majesty, whose sipgle hand: 
Prqps universal nature, and who deals 
His liberal blessings to this httle globe, 
The residence of worms ; where Adam's sons^ 
Thoughtless qf )iim who taught their soub to think, 
Ramble in vain pursuits. The hosts of heav'n. 
Cherubs and seraf^s, potentates and thrones, 
Array'd io prions light, hover on wing 

H.2 
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Before his throne, and wait his sov'reign nod : 
With active zeal, with sacred rapture fir'd, 
To his extensive empire's utmost bound 
They bear his orders, and his charge perform. 
'Yet He, 'e'en He (ye ministiers of flame, 
Adipire the condescension and the grace !) 
Employs a mortal formed of meanest clay, 
DebasM by sin, whose best desert is hell. 
Employs him to proclaim a Saviouk*s name, 
And offer pardon to a rebel world. 
This day my tongue, the glory of my frame, 
Eiyo/d the honour of his advocate : 
Immortal souls, of more transcendent worth 
Than Ophir, or Peru's exhaustless mines, 
Are trusted to ray care. Important trust ! 
What if some wretched soul, -tremendous thought !) 
Once fkvour'd with the gospel's joyful sound. 
Now lost, for ever lost through my neglect. 
In dire infernal glooms, with flaming tongae. 
Be heapmg execrations on my head. 
Whilst here Secure I dream my life away ^ 
What if some ghost, cut off iVom life and hope, 
With fierce despairikig eyes upturned to heaven^ 
That wildly stare, and witness horrors huge. 
Be roaring horrid, " Lord, avenge my blood 
" On that unpitying wretch, who saw me run 
^' With full career, the dire enchanting road 
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" To these deTouring flames, yet wamM me not ; 

" Or faintly wam'd me, and with lan^id tone, 

'< And cool harangue, denounced eternal fire» 

*' And wrath divine V* At the dread shocking thought 

My spirit shudders, all my inmost soul 

Trembles and shrinks. Sure, if the plaintive cri^ 

Of spirits reprobate can reach the ear 

Of their great Judge, they must be cries like thes^ 

But if the meanest of that happy choir. 

That with eternal symphonies surround 

The heavenly throne, can stand and thus declare, 

*^ I owe it to his care that I am here, 

" Next to Almighty grace : his faitl^ul hand, 

^* Regardless of the frowns he might incur, 

** Snatch'd me, reluctant, from a]^roachii^ flames, 

** Ready to catch, and bum unquenchable. 

'^ May richest grace reward hb pious zeal 

'' With some bright mansion in this "world of bliss !" 

Transporting thought ! Then blessed be the hand 

That form'd my elemental clay to man, 

And still suppcHts me ! 'Tis worth while to live» 

If I may live to purposes so great. 

Awake, my dormant zeal ! for ever flame 

With generous ardour for immortal souls ; 

And may my head, and tongue, and heart, and all. 

Spend and be q[>ent ia service so divine I 
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BEDLAM. 

FITZGERALD. 

Where proud Augusta, bkss'd with long repose, 
Her ancient wall and ruin'd bulwark shows ; 
Close by a verdant plain, with graceful he^ht, 
A stately fabric rises to the sight. 
Yet though its parts all elegantly shine. 
And sweet proportion crowns the whole design ; 
Though art, in strong expressive sculpture shown, 
Consummate art informs the breathing stone ; 
Far other views than these within appear. 
And woe and horror dwells for ever here. 
For ever from the echoing roofs rebounds 
A dreadful din of het'rogencous sounds ; 
From this, from that, from ev*ry quarter rise 
Loud shouts, and sullen groans, and doleful cries ; 
Heart-soft'ning plaints demand the pitying tear. 
And peals of hideous laughter shock tlie ear. 

Thus, when in some £ur human form we fiud 
The lusts all rampant, and the reason blind, 
Griev'd we behold such beauty giv'n in vain. 
And nature's fairest work survey with pain. 

Within the chambers which this dome contains, 
In all her frantic forms Distraction reigns, 
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For when the sense from various objects briDgs» 
Through organs craz'd, the images of things ; < 
Ideas, all extravagant and vain. 
In endless swarms, crowd in upon the brain ; 
The cheated reason true and false confounds. 
And forms her notions from fiaintastic grounds. 
Then if the blood impetuous swells the veins, 
And choler in the constitution reigns. 
Outrageous fury straight inflames the soul. 
Quick beats the pulse, and fierce the eye-balls 

roU; 
Rattling his chains, the wretch all raving lies^ 
And roars and foams, and earth and heaveh defies. 
Not so, when gloomy the black bile prevails, 
And lumpish phlegm the thickened mass congeals : 
All lifeless then is the poor patient found. 
And »ts for ever moping on the ground ! 
His active powers their .uses all forego. 
Nor senses, tongue, nor limbs, their function know : 
In melancholy lost, the vital flame 
Informs, and just informs the listless frame. 
If bri^ the circulating tides advance. 
And nimble spirits through the fibres dance, 
Then all the images delightful rise. 
The tickled fancy sparkles through the eyes : 
The mortal, all to mirth and joy resignM, 
In every gesture shows his freakish mind ; 




15$ 

Frolic and free, he laughs at fortune's pow r. 
And plays a thousand gambols in an hour. 

Now ent'ring in» my Muse^ thy theme pursue^ 
And all the dome» and each apartment view. 

Within this lonely lodge, in solemn port, 
A shivering monarch keeps his awful court ; 
And far and wide, as boundless thought can stray^ 
Extends a vast imaginary sway. 
Utofuan princes bow before his throne. 
Lands unexisting his dominion own. 
And airy realms, and regions in the moon. 
The pride of dignity, the pomp of state. 
The darling glories of the envy'd great. 
Rise to his view, and in his faucy swell. 
And guards and courtiers crowd his empty cell. 
See how he walks majestic through the throng ; 
(Behind he trails his tatter'd robes along) 
And cheaply bless'd, and innocently vain. 
Enjoys the dear delusion of his brain ; 
In this small spot expatiates unconfin'd. 
Supreme of monarchs,^ first of human kind. 

Such joyful ecstasy as this possessed, 
On some triumphal day, great Caesar's breast ; 
Great Caesar, scarce beneath the gods ador^d^ 
The world's proud victor, Rome's imperial lord,, 
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With ail his glories in their utmost height, 
And all his pow'r di^lay'd before his sight ; 
Uonumber'd trophies grace the pompous train 
And captive kings indignant drag their chain. 
With laurel'd ensigns ^tt'ring from afar 
His legions, glorious partners of the war. 
His conqu'ring l^ons march behind the golden 

car: 

Whibt shouts on shouts from gathered nations rise. 
And endless acclamations rend the skies. 
For this to vex mankind with dire alarms^ 
Urging with rapid q)eed his restless arms, 
From clime to clime the mighty madman flew. 
Nor tasted quiet, nor contentment knew ; 
But spread wild ravage all the world abroad. 
The plague of nations, and the scourge of Goix» 

Poor Cloe — ^whom yon little cell contains, 
Of broken vows and faithless man complaias ; 
Her heaving bosom speaks her inward woe ; 
Hec tears in melancholy silence flow. 
Yet still her fond desires tumultuous rise. 
Melt her sad soul, and languish in her eyes. 
And form her wild ideas as they rove^ 
To all the tender images of love ; 
And still she soothea and feeds the flatfring pain,. 
False a&he is, still, still she loves her swain ;. 
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To hopeless passion yields her heart a prey : 
And sighs and sings the livdong hours away. 

So mourns th' imprisoned lark his hapless fate, 
In love's soft season ravish'd from his mate ; 
Fondly fatigues his unavailing rage« 
And hops and flutters round and round his cage ; 
And moans and droops, with pining grief oppressed. 
Whilst sweet com{rfainings warble from his breast. 

Lo ! here a wretch to avarice resigned. 
Midst gathered scfops, and shreds, and rags, coiir 
fin'd; 

His riches these ^for tliese he rakes and ^res. 

These rack his bosom, these engross his cares ; 
O'er these he broods, for ever void of rest, 
And hugs the sneaking passion of his breast. 
' See, from himself the sordid niggard steals. 
Reserves large scantlings from his slender meals;. 
Scarce to his bowels half their due affords. 
And starves his carcase to increase his hoards ; 
Till to huge heaps the treasured ofials swell. 
And stink in ev'ry corner of his cell. 
And thus, with wondrous wisdom, he purveys 
Against contingent want and rainy days. 
And scorns the fools that dread not to be poor, 
But eat their morsel, and enjoy their store. 
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Behold a sage ! immers'd in thought profound ; 
For science he, for various skill renowned. 
At no mean ends his speculation aim, 
(VUe pelf he scorns, nor covets empty fame) 
The public good, the welfare of mankind. 
Employ th' gen'rous labour of his mind. 
For this his rich imagination teems 
With rare inventions and important schemes ; 
All day his close attention he applies, 
Nor gives he midnight slumbers to his eyes ; 
Content of this, his toilsome studies crown, 
And for the world's repose neglects his own. 
All nature's secret causes he explores, 
The laws of motion, and mechanic pow'rs ; 
Hence ev'n the elements his art obey, . n 

O'er earth, o'er fire, he spreads hb wondrous t 
sway, ^ 

And thro' the liquid sky, and o'er the wat'ry wayx 
Hence ever pregnant with some vast design, 
He drains the moor-land, or he sinks the mine. 
Or levels lofty mountains to the plain, 
Or stops the roaring torrents of the main ; 
Forced up by fire, he bids the water rise, 
And points its course reverted to the skies. 
His ready fiemcy still supplies the means. 
Forces his tbols, and fixes his machines, 
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Erects ills sluices^ and his mounds sustains^ 
And whiris peipetoal windmills in his brains ; 
AU problems has his liv^ thought sobdu'd, 
Measiir'd the stars, and found the kMigitDde» 
And sqnar*d the circle, and the tides explain'd ; 
The grand arcanum «once he had attained. 
Had quite attain'd, but that a pipkin lHX>ke^ 
And all his golden hopes expir'd in smoke* 
And <»ice, his soul inflam'd widi patriot zeal^ 
A scheme he finish'd for his country's weal : 
This in a private conference made known, 
A statesman stole, and us'd it for his own. 
And then, O baseness ! the deceit to blind. 
Our poor [Mtjector in this jail confin'd. 

Tlie Muse forbears to viait w'wy eeB, 
Each form, each object of distress to tell ; 
To show the fopling, curious in his dress. 
Gaily trick'd out in gaudy raggedness : 
The poet, ever wrapt in glorious dreams 
Of Pagan gods and Heliconian streams: 
The wild enthusiast, that despairing sees 
Predestir/d wrath, and Heaven's severe decrees ! 
Thro' these, thro' more sad scenes she grieves 

to go, 
And paint the whole variety of woe. 
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Meantinie, on these reflect with kind coBcenly 
And hence this just, this useful lesson learn : 
If strong desires thy reas'ning pow'rs control ; 
If arbitrary passions sway thy soul ; 
If pride, if envy, if the loss of gain. 
If wild ambition in thy bosom reign, 
Alas ! thou vaunfst thy sober sense in vain : 
In these poor Bedlamites thyself survey, 
Thyself less innocently mad than they. 
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SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER. 

GAY. 

Remote from cities liv'd a swain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain ; 
His head was silver'd o'er with age. 
And long^ experience made him sage; 
In summer's heat and winter's cold, 
He fed his flock, and penn'd the ibid ; 
His hours in cheerful labour flew, 
Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 
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His wisdom, and bis honest fame 
Hirou^ all the country rais'd his name. 

A deq) Philosopher (whose rules 
Of moral life were drawn from schools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage sought, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thon^t. 

Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toU 
O'er books consumed the midnight oil ? 
Hast thou old Greece and Rome survey'd. 
And the vast sense of Plato weighed ? 
Hath Socrates thy soul refin'd, 
And hast thou fathom'd Tully's mind ? 
Or» like the wise Ulysses, thrown^ 
By various fates, on realms unknown. 
Hast thou through many cities stray'd, 
Their customs, laws, and manners weighed ! 

The Shepherd modestly reply'd, 
I ne'er the paths of learning tr/d; 
Nor have 1 roam'd in foreign parts. 
To read mankind, their laws and arts ; 
For man is practis'd in disguise, 
He cheats the most discerning eyes ; 
Who by that search shall wiser grow. 
When we ourselves can never know ? 
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The little knowledge I have gain'd. 
Was all from simple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their rise ; 
Hence grew m j settled hate to vice. 

The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my soul to industry. 
Who can observe the careful ant. 
And not provide for future want f 
My dog (the trustiest of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind ; 
I mark his true, his fiuthful way. 
And in my service copy Tray. 
In constancy and nuptial love» 
I learn my duty from the dove ; 
The hen who from the chilly air, 
With pious wing protects her care ; 
And eWiy fowl that flies at brge. 
Instructs me in a parent's charge. 

From nature too I took my rule. 
To shun contempt and ridicule. 
I never with important air, 
In conversation overbear. 
Can grave and formal pass for wise. 
When men the solemn owl despise ? 
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My tongiie within my lips I rein ; 

For who talks much, must talk in vain. 

We from the wordy torrent fly ; 

Who hstens to the chatt'ring pie ? 

Nor would I, with felonious flight. 

By stealth invade my neighbour's right. 

Riq)acious animals we bate ; 

Kites, hawks, and wolves, deserve their fate. 

Do not we just abhorrence find 

Against the toad and serpent kind ? 

But envy, calumny, and spite. 

Bear stronger venom in their bite. 

Thus ev'ry object of creation 

Can furnish hints to contemplation ; 

And from the most minute and mean, 

A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame b just, the sage replies ; 
Thy virtues prove thee truly wise. ^ 

Pride often guides the author*^ pen ; 
Books as afiected are as men : 
But he who studies nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws : 
And those, without our schools, suffice 
To make men moral, good, and wise. ^ 
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A 

DESCRIPTION 

OP 

A MAN PERISHING IN THE SNOW ; 

From uhence Eefiectioni are raiaed on the MiaeHa qf I4fit, 

THOMSON. 

As thus the snows arise : and foul, and fierce^ 
All winter drives along thedarken'd air ; 
In his own loose-revolving fields, the swain 
Disaster'd stands ; sees other hills ascend. 
Of unknown joyless brow; and other scenes. 
Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain : 
Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid 
Beneath the formless wild ; but wanders on 
From hill to dale, still more and more astray : 
Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps, 
Studg with the thoughts of home : the thoughts of 

home 
Rush on his nerves, and call their vigour forth 
In many a vain attempt. How sinks his soul! 
What black despair, what horror fiUs his heart ! 
When for the dusky spot, which fancy feign'd 
His tufted cottage rising through the snow, 
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Fjt frM ibe tadk wd bies^d abode cf 



AdrntdtMOd; bcjwad llKpoir*r of frost, 
OfUmemhogn of pRdfiixs 1n^ 
SflMMidi'd up with flKm; and wlat is biidyiiyaMNifi, 
What water of the itfll anfroEOi ^Ming, 
In the loo0e marsh or soiitaiy lake. 
Where the fresh ^Moitaio fron the bottom boib. 
These dieck his frarfiil stqis, and down he sinks 
Beneath the shelter of the shapeless drift, 
Thiokmg o'er all the bitterness of deadi, 
Mix'd with the tender angiusfa nature shoots 
Tlirough the wrung bosom of the dying man, 
iiis wife, his children, and his friends unseen. 
In vain for him tli' officious wife prepares 
The tire fair-blazbg, and the vestment warm ; 
In vahi his little children peeping out 
Into the mingled storm, demand their sire 
With tears of arUess innocence. Ahis! 
Nor wife, nor children more shall he behold, 
Nor friends, nor sacred home. On ev'iy nerve 
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The deadly winter seizes; shuts up sense ; 
And o'er his inmost vitals creeping cold, 
Lays him along the snows, a stiifeu'd corse 
Stretch'd out, and bleaching m the northern blast 

Ah, little think the gay licentious proud. 
Whom pleasure, pow'r, and afHuence surround, 
They who their thoughtless hours in giddy mirths 
And wanton, often cruel, riot waste ; 
Ah, little think they, as they dance along, 
How many feel, tliis very moment, death, 
And all the sad variety of pain. 
How many sink in the devouring flood. 
Or more devouring flame ! How many bleed. 
By shameful variance betwixt man and man ! 
How many pin^ in want, and dungeon glooms, 
Shut from the common air, and common use 
Of their own limbs ! How many drink the cup 
Of balefod grief, or eat the bitter bread 
Of misery ! Sore pierc'd by wintry winds. 
How many sak into the sordid hut 
Of cheerless poverty ! How many shake 
* With all Uie fiercer tortures of the mind. 
Unbounded passion, madness, guilt, remorse ! 
How many, racked with honest passions, droop 
In deep retired distress! How many stand 
Around the death-bed of their dearest friends 

X 
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And point the parting anguish ! Thought, fond maD| 
Of these, and all the thousand nameless ills. 
That one incessant struggle render life 
One scene of toil, of sutiTring, and of fate. 
Vice in his high career would stand appall'd. 
And heedless rambling impulse learn to think ; 
The conscious heart of charity would warm. 
And her wide wish benevolence dilate ; 
The social tear arise, the social sigh ; 
And into clear perfection, gradual bliss, 
Refining still, the social passions work. 




A THAW. 

THOMSON. 

]VIi)Tt'rino, the winds at eve, with blunted point, 
Blow hollow-blust'ring from the south. Subdued, 
Tlie frost resolves into a trickling thaw. 
Spotted the mountains shine ; loose sleet descends, 
And floods the country round. The rivers swell, 
Of bonds impatient Sudden from the hills. 
O'er rocks and woods in broad brown cataracts, 
A thousand snow-fed torrents shoots at once ! 
And where they rush, the wide-resounding plain 
Is left one slimy waste* Those sullen jeas 
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That wash'd th' ungenial pole, will rest no more 
Beneath the shackles of the mighty north ; 
But, rousing all their waves, resistless heave. 
And hark ! the lengthening roar continuous runs 
Athwart the rifted deep : at once it bursts. 
And piles a thousand mountains to the clouds. 
Ill fares the bark, with trembling wretches charg'd 
That, tost amid the floating fragments, moors 
Beneath the slielter of an icy isle, 
While night o'erwhefans the sea, and horror looks 
More horrible. Can human force endm-e 
Th' assembled mischiefs that besiege them round ? 
Hear t-gnawmg hunger, fainting weariness. 
The roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice, 
Now ceasing, now renew'd with louder rage, 
And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. 
More to.embroil the deep, Leviathan 
And his unwiddy train in 'dreadful sport 
Tempest the loosenM brine, while thro' the gloom, 
Farirom the bleak inhospitable shore. 
Loading the winds, b heard the hungry howl 
Of famish'd monsters, tbere awaiting wrecks. 
Yet Providence, that ever-waking eye. 
Looks down with pity on the feebte toil 
Of mortab lostto hope, and lights them safe 
Through all thb dreary labyrihth of fete. 
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REFLECTIONS OX A FUTURE STATE, 

FROM A BEVIfiW OF WINTER. 
THOMSON. 

^is done ! dread Winter spreads his latest glooms, 

And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd year. 

How dead the vegetable kingdom lies ! 

How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 

His desolate domain. Behold, fond man ! 

See here thy pictur'd life ; pass some few years, ' 

Thy flow'ring Spring, thy Summer's ardent strength, 

Thy sober Autumn fading into age. 

And pale concluding Winter comes at last, 

And shuts the scene. Ah ! whither now are fled 

Those dreams of greatness ? those unsolid hopes 

Of happiness ? those longings after fame ? 

Those restless cares ? those busy bustling days f 

Those gay-spent festive nights ? those veering 

thoughts, 
Lost between good and ill, that shar'd thy life ? 
All now are vanish'd ! Virtue sole survives. 
Immortal never-failing friend of man, 
His guide to happiness on high. And see ! 
Tis come, the glorious mom ! the second birth 
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Of heaven and earth ! awakening nature heart 

The new-creating word, and starts to life^ 

In ev'ry heightened form, from pain and death 

For ever free. 7%e great eternal aehemey 

Involving all^ and in a perfect whole 

Uniting as the prospect wider spreads^ 

To reason's eye refin'd, clears up apace. 

Ye vainly wise ! ye blind presumptuous ! now. 

Confounded in the dust^ adore that Power, • 

And Wisdom, oft arraign'd ; see now the cause. 

Why unassuming worth in secret liv'd. 

And dy'd, neglected : why the good man's shar* 

In life was gall and bitterness of soul : 

Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 

In starving solitude, while luxury, 

In palaces, lay straining her low thought, 

To form unreal wants : why heaven-bom truth, 

And moderation fair, wore the red mai^ 

Of superstition's scourge : why licensed pain,. 

That cruel spoiler, that embosom'd foe, 

Imbitter^d all our bliss. Ye good distressM ! 

Ye noble few ! who here unbenduig stand 

Beneath life's pressure, yet bear up awhile. 

And what your- bounded view, which only saw 

A little part, deem'd evil, b no more : 

The storm of Wint'ry Time will quickly pass,. 

And one unbounded Spring encircle alL. 
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AN 

HYMN ON THE SEASONS. 

TBCHfSOlf. 

These, as tfaey change, Aloughty FatlRv, tlm^ 

Are but the varud God. The loDnig year 
Is full of Thee. Forth m the [leasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tenderness and love. 
Wide flush the fields ; the soft'nii^ air is balm ; 
Echo the mountains round ; the forest smiles ; 
And ev'ry sense, and ev'ry heart b joy. 
Then comes thy glory in the Summer-months^ 
With light and heat refulgent Then thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year : 
And ofit thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks ; 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve. 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whisp-ring gales. 
Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfin'd. 
And spreads a common feast for all that Uves. 
In Winter awful thou ! with clouds and storms 
Around thee thrown, tempest o'er tempest rolFd, 
Majestic darkness ! on the whirlwind's wing, 
Kiding sublime, thou bid'st the world adore. 
And humblest nature with thy northern blast. 
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Mysterious round ! what skill, ivhat force diviney 
Deep felt, in these appear! a simple train. 
Yet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art. 
Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 
Shade, unperceiv'd, so sofl'ning into shade : 
And all so forming an harmonious whole. 
That, as they still succeed, they ravish stilL 
But wand'ring oft, with brute unconscious gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres ; 
Works in the secret deep : shoots, steaming, thence 
The fair profusion that oVrspreads the Spring ; 
Flings from the sun direct the flaming day; 
Feeds ev'ry creature ; hurls the tempest forth ; 
And as on earth this grateful change revolves. 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 

Nature attend ! join ev'ry living soul 
Beneath the spacious temple of the sky, 
In adoration join ; and ardent, raise 
One general song ! To Him, ye vocal gales, 
Breathe soft, whose Spirit in your freshness breathes : 
O talk of Him in solitary glooms ! 
Where, o'er the rock, the scarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown shade with a religious awe. 
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar. 
Who shake th' astonished world, lift high to heaven 



176 

Th' impetuous song, and say from whom you rage. 
His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muse along. 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 
Ye softer floods, that lead the human maze 
Along the vale ; and thou, majestic main, 
A secret world of wonders in thyself, 
Sound his stupendous praise, whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
Soft roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flow'rs, 
In mingled clouds to him, whose sun exalts. 
Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paints. 
Ye forests, bend ; ye harvests, wave to him ; 
Breathe your still song into the reaper's heart. 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 
Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest beams. 
Ye constellations, while your angels strike. 
Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 
Great source of day ! best image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide. 
From world to world, the vital ocean round : 
On nature write with every beam his praise. 
The thunder rolls : be hush'd the prostrate world: 
While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills ; ye mossy rocks. 
Retain the sound : ^the broad responsive lowe. 
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Ye valleys, raise ; for the Great Shq>herd reigns ;. 
And his unsuffering kingdom yet will come. 
Ye woodlands all, awake ; a boundless song 
Burst from the groves ! and when the restless day 
Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep, 
Swecitest of birds ! sweet Philomela, charm 
The listening shades, and teach the night his praise. 
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles. 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn ! in swarming cities vast. 
Assembled men, to the deep organ join 
The long resounding voice, oft breaking clear. 
At solemn pauses through the swelling base ; 
And as each mingling frame increases each^ 
In one united ardour rise to heaven. 
Or if you rather choose the rural shade. 
And find a fane in ev'ry sacred grove ; 
There let the shepherd's flute, the virgin's lay. 
The prompting seraph, and the poet's lyre, 
Still sing the God of Seasons as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme. 
Whether the blossom blows, the Summer-ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams. 
Or Winter rises^'in tlie black'ning east ; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more,, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat !. 
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Should hte conunand me to the feithest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous dunes. 
Rivers unknown to song ; where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on th' Atlantic ides ; 'tis nou^t to me • 
Since God is ever present, ever felt. 
In the void waste as in the city full ; 
And where be vital breathes, there must be joy. 
When ev'n at last the solenm-hour shall corner 
And wing my mystic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey : there with new pow'n^ 
Will ri«ng wonders sing. I cannot go 
Where Universal Love not smiles around^ 
Sustaining all your orbs, and all their suii% 
From seeming evil still educing g'^Mvi^, 
And better thence again, and better stilly 
In mfinite progression. But I lose 
Myself in him, in Light inbfpablb ! 
Come then, expressive siknce, muse his praise. 
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REAPING, 

AND A TALE RBLATITB TO IT. 

THOMSON. 

Soon as the morning trembles o'er the sky. 
And unperceiv'd unfolds the spreading day ; 
Before the ripen'd field the reaper| stand. 
In fair array ; each by the lass he loves, 
To bear the^rougher part, and mitigate 
By nameless gentle offices her toil. 
ki once they stoop and swell the lusty sheaves: 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk' 
Flies harmless, to deceive the tedious time, 
\nd steal, unfelt, the sultry hours away. 
Behind the master walks, builds up the shocks ; 
\nd, conscious, glancing oft on ev'ry side 
His sated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
Fhe gleaners spread around, and here and diere, 
Spike after spike, their scanty harvest pick. 
Be not too narrow, husbandmen ! but fiing 
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth. 
The lib'ral handful. Thmk, O grateful think ! 
How good the Gob of Harvest is to you ; 
IVho pours abundance o*er your flowing fields ; 
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While these unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide hover round you, like the fowls of heaven. 
And ask their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your sons may vpant 
What now, with hard reluctance, fiiint ye give. 

The lovely young Lavinia once had friends^ 
And fortune smil'd deceitful on her births 
For in her helpless years depriv'd of all, 
Of ev'ry stay, save innocence and heaven. 
She with lier wklow'd mother, feeble, old» 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage far retir'd 
' Among the windings of a woody vale ; 
By soUtude and deep surrounding shades^ 
But more by bashful modesty, cooceal'd. 
Together thus they shunn'd the cruel scorn 
Which virtue, sunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy passion and low-minded pride : 
Almost on nature's common bounty fed ; 
Like the gay birds that sung them to repose, 
Cooteot, and careless of to-morrow^s fare. 
Her form was fresher than the morning rose. 
When the dew wets its leaves ; unstain'd and por^ 
Ab k the lily or the mountam snow. 
ft Tht Modest virtues mingled m her eyes, 
ft MB €o the ground dejected, dartmg all 
K Ihsiililittd beanie iirtQtiiebloomkig flowers:. 

L 
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Or when the mournful tale her mother told. 
Of what her ^thless fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy star 
Of ev'ning, shone in tears. A native ^race 
Sat fair proportioned on her polish'd hmhs, 
YeilM in a simple robe, their best attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dress : for loveliness- 
Needs not the aid of foreign ornament, 
But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the most. 
Thoughtless of beauty, she was beauty's self» 
Recluse amid the close embowering woods. 
As in the hollow breast of Appennine, 
Beneath the shelter of encircling hills, 
A myrtle rises, far from human eye. 
And breathes its balmy fragrance o*er the wild ; 
So flourished blooming, and uuseen by all. 
The sweet Lavinia ; till at length compelled 
By strong necessity's supreme command. 
With smiling patience in her looks, she went 
To glean Palemon's fields. The pride of swaias^ 
Palemon was^ the gen'rous and the rich i 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, such as Arcadian song 
Transmits from ancient uncorrupted times ; 
When tyrant custom had not shackled man, 
But free to follow nature was the mode. 
He then his fancy with autunmal scei^ea. 
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Amnmgy chanced beside his reaper tram 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his ejCy 
UncoDscioiis of her pow'r, and tumiog quidc 
With unafieeted blushes from his gaze ; 
He saw her charming, bat he saw not half 
The charms her downcast modesty conceal'd. 
That very moment love and chaste desire 
Sprung in his bosom, to himself unknown ; 
For still the worid prevailed, and its dread laugb^ 
Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn. 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field ; 
And thus in secret to his soul he sigh'd. 

*' What pity that so delicate a form, 
" By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense 
" And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
" Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
'' Of some indecent clown ! She looks, methinks, 
** Of old Acasto's line ; and to mind 
*^ Recalls tliat patron of my h2tppj life, 
** From whom my lib'ral fortune took its rise ; 
** Now to the dust gone down ; his houses, lands, 
** And once fair-spreading family dissolved. 
" Tb wudt that m some lone obscure retreat, 
" Ulg^d by remembrance sad, and decent pride, 
^ Ite froBi tiiose scenes which knew their better 
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*' His aged indcMP Md his daii^itev Hve^ 

<' Whom yet my fruitless search couM never 6id. 

<^ Romantic vrkh ! would this his daughter were V^ 

When^ strict enquiring, from heraelf he found 
She was the same, the daughter of his friendi. 
Of bountiful Acasto ; who can speak 
The mingled passions that surpriz'd his heart. 
And through hb nerves in shiv'ring transports ran' 
Then blaz'd his smother'd flame, avow*d, and bold ; 
And as he view'd her, ardent^ o'er and o'er. 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at oncev • 

Conins'd, and frighted at his sudden tears. 
Her rising beauties flush*d a higher bloom. 
As thus Psdemon, passionate and just, 
Poui^d out the pious rapture of his soul. 

'^ And art thou then Acasto's dear remains f 
'*' She, whom my restless gratitude has sought 
** So long in vain : O heavens ! the very same, 
'' The soften-d image of my noble friend, 
'^ Alive his ev^ry look, his ev'ry feature, 
^ More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than Sprii^ 
^ Thou sole surviving blossom from the root 
" That nourish^ up my fortune ! Say, ah ! where, 
** In what sequestered desert hast thou drawn 
'^ Hie kindest aspect of delighted heaven ? 
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^ Into such beauty spread, and blown so fiur; 

** Though poverty's cold wind, and crushing rain^ 

^ Beat keen and heavy on thy tender years I 

'^ O let me now, hito a richer soil [show'rs 

" Transplant thee safe, where vernal suns and 

** Difiuse their warmest, largest influence ; 

^' And of my garden be the pride and joy !. 

'< 111 it befits thee, O it ill befits 

*' Acasto's daughter, his, whose open stores^. 

** Tho' vast, were little to his ampler heart, 

^ The father of a country, thus to pick 

^The very refu^te of those harvest fields, 

** Which from his bounteous friendship I enjoy. 

^< Then throw that shameful pittance from thy hand,. 

** But ill apply'd to such a rugged task ; 

^ The fields, the master, all^ my fair,, are thine ;. 

'^ If to the various blessings which thy house 

^* Has on me lavished, thou wilt add that bliss, 

^' That dearest bliss, the pow'r of blessing thee !'' 

Here ceas'd the youth : yet still his speaking eye 
Expressed the sacred triumph of his soul. 
With conscious virtue, gratitude, and love, 
Above the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 
Nor viraited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and all 
In sweet disorder lost, she blush'd conseot. 
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Hie news immediate to her mother brought^ 
While, {HercM with anxious thought, she pin'd away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate ! 
Amaz'd, and scarce believing what she heard, 
Joy seiz'd her withered veins, and one bright glean 
Of setting life shone on her ev'ning hours. 
Not less enraptured than the happy pair ; 
Who flourish'd long in tender bliss, and rear'd 
A numerous ofispring, lovely like themselves. 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 



THE ROYAL PENITENT. 

DANIEL. 

Oreat God ! with conscious blushes, lo, I comt 

To cry for pardon, or receive my doom : 

But O, I die when I thy anger meet. 

Prostrate I lay my body at thy feet. 

How can I dare to sue for a reprieve I 

Must I still sin, and must my God forgive!^ 

Thy justice will not let thy mercy flow. 

Strike then, O strike, and give the deadly blow« 

Do I still live ? and do I live to prove 

The inexhausted tokens of thy love ? 

This unexampled goodness wounds me mor* 

Than ev'n the wrath I merited before^ 
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0, 1 amall a blot, the foulest shame* 
Ha» fltam'd my sceptre, and disgrac'd my name : 
A name which once I could with honour boas^ 
But no w - the father of the people's lost. 
Though in the secret paths of sin I trod, 
Yet do not quite forsake me^ O my God ! 
Tis thou alone canst ease me of my pain, 
Thy healing hand can wash out ev*ry stain, 
Can purge my mind^ and make the leper clean 
Though darkly thy mysterious prophet spok^. 
Whilst from his lips the fatal message broke ; 
Fix'd and amaz'd, I stood confounded whole, 
Too soon his dreadful meaning reached my soul : 
Thou art the Man, has fix'd a deadly smart. 
Thou art the Man, lies throbbing at my heart 
I am whate'er thy anger can express. 
Nor can ray sorrow make my follies less. 

Rais'd and exalted to the first degree. 
Thy heavenly will had made the monarch free : 
Indulged in ease, 1 ruFd without controul, 
And to its utmost wish enjoy'd my soul : 
Vain boast of pow'r which vanished into air. 
Since I forgot the Lord who fix'd me there. 
Was it for thb thou gav'st the glorious land. 
And thy own flock committed to my hand ^ 
Was I the shepherd to go first astray; 
Till innocence itself became my prey ? 
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Ah ! DO ' I the fault was inine, I stand a!o^, 
Be thine the praise who plac'd me on the throne,] 
The gniit, the foUy, and the shame my own. 
Ev'n at my hirtfa the fatal stain began. 
And growing vice pursu'd me into man : 
Too close I followed where iuticement led, 
And in the pleasing ruin plung'd my head. 
How wretched is the man, how lost his mind, 
Whom pleasures soften^ and whom passions blind ! 
I should have met the foes with equal fires, 
And bravely combated my own desires ; 

I should but O ; too soon I fell, for sin 

Had brib'd my heart, and made 2i friend within. 

To plead surprisal is a poor abuse, 
What can I say to palliate, or excuse ? 
I broke thro' all, though conscience did her part. 
Conscience, the faithful guardian of the heart ; 
How vile must I appear, how lost a thing, 
The worst of tyrants, and no more a king ! 
! do not thou my abject state despise, 
But let my soul find favour in thy eyes ! 
Though loathsome is my crime, and foul the stain. 
The humble suppliant never kneels in vam. 

Amazing terrors in my bosom roll. 
And damp the rising vigour of my soul ; 
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Tis gaait, *Xis conscious guilt, that shakes my firanie^ 
That chills my ardor and benights my flame ; 
Ah ! mighty God, vouchsafe thy quick'ning ray,] 
Chase from my mind those sable clouds away, 
One kind regard can give i^gain the day. 
How few offenders by thy rigour fall ; 
Thy pity intervenes and shelters all ; 
Let me that vast extensive pity find, 
And kindly blot ray follies from thy mind : 
If e'er my artless youth was thy delight. 
If e'er my soul was precious in thy sight. 
If it is worthy thy paternal care, 
Restore me to thyself, and fix me there : 
A gen'rous ardour to my breast impart. 
And let thy grace divine enlarge my heart. 
Then should a thousand gay delusions rise. 
Should fiattVing vice sit smiling in my eyes. 
Undaunted I will go my faith to prove. 
And give my God an instance of my love ! 
The bright temptation shall before me flee. 
And my untainted soul shall rest on thee. 

I fear, like Saul, I have incurred thy hate. 
And as I fill his throne, should share his fate ; 
Well I remember bow th' infernal guest 
Tumultuous heav'd, and labored in his breast; 
Amaz'd I saw his dreadful eye-balls roll, 
Whilst one continued earthquake shook his soul 
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His frantic rage subnded as I play'd. 
And music's softer pow'rs the sprite obeyed. 
That potent harp which could the fiend com- 
mand, 
Now drops as useless from its master's hand ; 
Eternal torments in my bosom rage, 
My sharper griefs no music can assuage ; 
Tis thou alone canst succour the distress*d. 
And drive the sullen fiiry from ikiy breast. 
Whene'er the horrid deed I backward trace. 
My soul rolls inward and forgets her peace ; 
Waking I dream, and in the silent night 
A fearful vision stalks before my sight ; 
The pale Uriah walks his dreadful round. 
He shakes his head, and points to ev'ry wound. 

foul disgrace to arms ! Who now will go 
To fight my battles, and repel the foe ? 

Who now to distant climes for fame vnll roam. 
To fall at last by treachery at home ? 
Unhurt the coward may to ages stand, 
The brave can only die by my command : 
O, hold, my brain, to wild distraction wrought, 

1 will not, cannot, bear the painful thought ! 
O, do not fly me for thy mercy's sake ! 

Turn thee, O turn, and hear the wretched speak ! 
Ev'n self-condemn'd thy kneeling servant save, 
And raise a drooping monarch from the grave. 
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Speak, mighty God ! and bid the suppliant li?e, 
Let my charm'd ears but hear the word — Forgive; 
My muse shall spread the joyful tidings round, 
And to remotest worlds convey the sound ; 
Whilst other sinners shall obedient prove, 
And taught by me shall wonder at thy love : 
No more their minds ignobler fires shall warm, 
But looser pleasures want a power to charm : 
My firm resolve shall their example be, 
To place their trust in virtue and in Thee. 
By other hands let the mute herd be slain. 
And on a thousand altars smoke in vain ; 
These tears my better advocates shall he. 
No poor atoning man shall die for me ; 
My penitence shall act a nobler part, 
I bring a broken and a contrite heart : 
But O ! if stricter justice must be done. 
And my relentless fate comes rolling ^, 
I stand the mark, whatever is decreed. 
Be Israel safe, and let its monarch bleed : 
On me, on me thy utmost vengeanoe take, 
But spare my people for thy mercies' sake ; 
O let Jerusalem to ages stand. 
Build thou her walls, and spread her wide command ! 
So shall thy name for ever be ador'd, 
And future worlds like me shall bless the Lord. 
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GRONGAR HILL. 



DYER. 



Sii^ENT Nymph, with curious ^e! 
Who, the purple evening, lie 
On the mountain's lonely van, 
Beyond the noise c^busy man ; 
Painting fair the form of things, 
While the yellow linnet sings ; 
Or the tuneful nightingale 
Charms the forest with her tale ; 
Come, with all thy various huesp 
Come, and aid thy sister Muse ; 
Now, while Phttbus riding high. 
Gives lustre to the land and sky ! 
Grongar Hill invites my song, 
Draw the landscape bright and strong ; 
Grongar in whose mossy cells» 
Sweetly musing. Quiet dwells; 
Grongar in whose silent shade^ 
For the modest Muses made. 
So oft I have, the even still, 
At the fountain of a rill, 
Sat upon the flowery bed. 
With my hand beneath my head; 
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And stray'd my eyes o'er Towy^s floods 
Over mead and over wood. 
From house to house, from hill to hSU^ 
Till contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequer'd sides I wind. 
And leave his brooks and meads befainct 
And groves and grottos where I lay. 
And vistoes shooting beams of day ; 
Wider and wider spreads the vale ; 
As circles on a smooth canal : 
The mountains round, (unhappy fate. 
Sooner or later, of all height!) 
Withdraw their summits from the skie% 
And lessen as the others rise : 
Still the prospect wider spreads, 
Adds a thousand woods and meads; 
Still it widens, widens still. 
And sinks the newly-risen hiU. 

Now I gain the mountain's brow. 
What a landscape hes below ! 
No clouds^ no vapours intervene. 
But the gay, the open scene. 
Does the face of nature show. 
In all the hues of heaven's bow ! 
And swelling to embrace the light. 
Spreads around beneath the sight 
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Old caitles oo the difis arise^ 
Proudly towering io the skie%! 
Rushing from the woods^ the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires ! 
Half his heams Apollo sheds 
On the yellow mountain-heads ! 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks ; 
And glitters on the broken rocks ! 

Below me trees unnumber'd rise» 
Beautiful in various dyes : 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue. 
The yellow beech, the sable yew^ 
The slender fir that taper grows. 
The sturdy oak with broad-spread boughs, 
And beyond the purple grove, 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of love ! 
Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 
Lies a long and level lawn. 
On which a dark hill, steep and high. 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye ; 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood, 
His sides are doth'd with waving wood. 
Ancient towers crown his brow, 
That cast an awful look below; 
Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps, 
And with her arms from falling keeps ^ 

K 




194 

So both a safety from the wind 
On mutual dependence find. 

Tb now the raven^s bleak abode ; 
Tis now th' apartment of the toad ; 
And there the fox securely feeds ; 
And there the poisonous adder breeds. 
Concealed in ruins, moss, and weeds ; 
While, ever and anon there &lls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walls. 
Yet time has seen, that lifb the low. 
And level lays the lofty brow, 
Has seen this broken pile complete. 
Big with the vanity of state ; 
But transient is the smile of fate ! 
A little rule, a little sway, 
A sun-beam in a winter's day. 
Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between thet:ra(lle and the grave. 

And see the rivers how they run 
Through woods and meads, in shade and sun^ 
Sometimes swifl and sometimes slow. 
Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep. 
Like human life to endless sleep I 
Thus is nature's vesture wrou^t. 
To instruct our wand'ring thought ; 
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Thus she dresses green and gay. 
To disperse our cares away. 

Ever dmrmmg, erer iieir. 
When will the hadtcxpe tire the view f 
The fountain's fidl, the river's flow. 
The woody vallies, warm and low; 
The windy summit, wild and hig^. 
Roughly rushing on the sky ! 
The pleasant seat, the ruin'd tow'r, 
The naked rock, the shady bow'r : 
The town and village, dome and fmn, 
fjach give to each a double charm 
As pearb upon an ^thiop*s arm. ^ 

See on the mountam's southern side. 
Where the prospect opens wide. 
Where the ev'ning gilds the tide ; 
How close and small the hedges lie ! 
What streaks of meadows cross the eye I 
A step, methinks, may pass the stream. 
So little distant dangers seem ; 
So we mistake the future's &ce 
Ey'd through Hope*s deluding g^ ; 
As yon summits soft and fair. 
Chid in colours of the air« 
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Which to thoie idio jomney near. 
Barren, brown, and rough appear : 
Grass and flowers Quiet treads. 
On the meads and mountain-heads. 
Still we tread the same eoane way. 
The pieseDf 8 still a cloudy day. 

O may I with myself agree, 
And never covet what I see ! 
Content me with an humble shade, 
]|fy passion tam'd, my wishes laid ; 
For while our wishes wildly roll. 
We banish Quiet from the soul: 
Tis thus the busy beat the air ; 
And misers gather wealth and care. 

Now, ev*n now, my joys run high, 
As on the mountain-turf I lie ; 
While the wanton zephyr sings. 
And in the vale perfumes his wings ; 
While the waters murmur deep ; 
While the shepherd charms the sheep : 
While the birds unbounded fly. 
And with mu^ic fill the sky, 
Now, ev'n now, my joys run high. 

Be full, ye courts, be great who will : 
Search for peace with all your skill : 
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Open wide the lof^V door, 
Seek her on the marble floor. 
In vain you search, ^e is not there ; 
In vain ye search the domes of care I 
Along with peace she's close ally'd, 
Ever by each other's side, 
And often by the murm'ring rill 
Hears the thrush, while all is still 
Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 



EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

GOLDSMrrH. 

** Turn, gentle hermit of the dale, 
" And guide my lonely way, ^ 

** To where yon taper cheers the vale 
'* With hospitable ray. 

**^ For here forlorn and lost I tread, 
'^ With fainting steps and slow ; 

'^ Where wilds, inlmeasurably spread, 
'* Seem lengthening as I go/^ 

'' Forbear, my son,*' the hermit cries, 
'* To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 

*^ For yonder feithless phantom flicK 
^' To Inre thee to thy doom. 
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** Here to the housdeas Afld of want 

** My door is open still : 
** And though my pcnrtion is but scanty 

^ I give it with good will. 

^ Then turn to-night, and freely share 
** Whate'er my cell bestows ; 

^^ My rushy couch and frugal fare, 
** My blessing and repose. 

** No flocks that range the valley free, 

** To daughter I condemn ; 
** Taught by that Power that pities me, 

'' I learn to pity them. 

'' But from die mountain's grassy side, 

'^ A guiltless feast I bring ; 
*^ A scrip with herbs and fruits supply'd, 

*' And water from the ^ring. 

'Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 
'^ All earth-bom cares are wrong : 
'^ Man wants but little here below, 
'' Nor wants that little long." 

Soft as the dew from heaven descends. 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends» 

And follows to the cell. 
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Far in a wilderness obscure 

The lonely mansion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighboring poor. 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
RequirOd a master's care« 

The wicket t>pening with a latch^ 
Received the harmless pair. 

And now when busy crowds retire 
To take tlieir evening rest, 

The hermit trimmM his little fire^ 
And cheer'd his pensive guest : 

And spread liis vegetable store, 
And gayly prest and smil'd ; 

And, skilPd in legendary lore. 
The ling'ring hours beguii'd. 

Around in sympathetic mhrth 
Its tricks the kitten tries ; 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger^s woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow, . 
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Hk noDg cares the hermit qpy'd. 
With answering care oppitas'd : - 

^ And whence, nnha|i|yy yoath,'' he crjr'd, 
*' The sorrows of thy breasts 

** From better halntsitions spum'd, 

" Relactant dost thou rove : 
** Or grieve for friendship nnretiini'd^ 

*' Or unregarded love ? 

^' Alas! the joys that fortune brings 

" Are trifling, and decay ; 
^' And those who prize the paltry things^ 
More trifling sdli than they. 
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** And what is friendship but a name, 

^ A charm that lulls to sle^ ; 
** A shade that follows wealth or fame, 

*' But leaves the wretch to weep ? 

** And love is still an emptier sound, 

" The modem fair-one's jest ; 
** On earth unseen, or only found 

" To warm the turtle's nest. 

'' For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush, 
** And spurn the sex," he said : 

But while he spoke, a rbing blush 
His love-lorn guest betrayed. 
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Surpris'dy he sees new beauties rise 
Swift mantling to the view. 

Like colours o*er the morning skies ; 
As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast^ 

. Alternate spread alarms ; 
The lovdy stranger stands confessed 
A maid, in all her cliarms. 

And, ^' Ahy forgive a stranger rude^ 
** A wretch forlorn," she cry*d ; 

" Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
" Where heaven and you reside : 

** But let a maid thy pity share, 
*' Whom love has taught to stray ; 

*' Who seeks for rest^ but finds de^Miir 
** Companion of her way. 
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My father liv'd beside the l^ie, 
A wealthy lord was he ; 
'' And all his wealth was mark'd as mine^ 
*' He had but only me. 

^^ To win me from his tender arms 
'* Unnumbered suitors came; 

" Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
*' And felt or feigu'd a flame. 
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" Eub hoar «. nun—I r m»mi 
" Wilhridseat pndmatrave: 

« « Awne the rest ^WK fidim banrd, 
«^ BntiKver taik'd oili 



«« Nor wcddi nor pMcr twi he ; 
<« Wndoa and worth woe all htt had» 
«> Bet these woo ail to 



'« The faloBMM imiiibj^ to the €bq%. 

** The dewB of huuui rafin'd^ 
** Cooid noi^ (tf punty dhplqv 

** To ^■wi***"* hb ihmL 

** The devr, the bk— o m on the tn^ 
'* With channe i iMaonat aut ahine ; 

** Their Gfaunu were hiiy but woe to met 
^ 'XJieir ***f iftmiTT wse 'mmm^ 

' For ^iH I trf'd each &dde art, 

** Importnoate and wn : 
>' And while hs paaBoa toach'd 017 
«< I triiunph'd in his paoL. 

** T31 <|iiite defected with wj scon» 

**He\Amttomj ptide ; 
" And $01^ a sofitade Ibrioen, 

'^ In tecret, wbcfe he dj^d. 
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*' But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 
** And well my life shall pay ; 

'' in seek the solitude he sought, 
** And stretch me where he lay. 

** And there forlorn despairing hid, 

'* 111 lay me down and die : 
** Twas so for me that Edwin did, 

** And so for him will I," 

** Forbid it. Heaven!" the hermit cry*d, 
And daqp'd her to his breast : 

The wond'ring fair-one tum*d to chide, 
Twas Edwin's self that press'd. 

** Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

** My charmer, turn to see 
'' Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 

** Restor'd to love and thee. 

*' Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

*' And ev'ry care resign : 
" And shall we never, never part, 

" My life my all that's mine ? 

^ No, never from thb hour to part, 
" Well live and love so true ; 

** The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
'' Shall break thy Edwin's too." 
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EUPOLIS" HYMN TO THE CREATOR. 



FROM THB 6REBK. 



Author of bemg. Source of ligiity 
With unikding beauties bright, 
FuUneasy goodness^ roUiDg nHmd 
Thy own fair oib without a bovad: 
Whether thee thy supphaatB call 
Truth, or Good, ot One, or All, 
Ei, or lao ; thee we hail. 
Essence that can never ftfl, 
Grecian or Barbaric name, 
Thy stedfast being still die same. 

Thee, when monung greets the skies 
With rosy dieeks and humid eyes ; 
Thee, when sweet declining day 
Sinks in purple waves away ; 
Thee will I sing, O parent Jove, 
And teach the wwld to praise and love. 

Yonder azure vault on higli. 
Yonder blue, low, liquid sky. 
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Carth on its firm basis piac'd, 

And with circling waves embrac'd, 

All Creating Pow'r confess. 

All their mighty Maker bkss. 

Thou shak'st all nature with thy nod. 

Sea, earth, and air, confess thee 6oD ! 

Yet does thy powerful hand sustain 

Both earth and heaven, both finn and main. 

Scarce can our daring thought arise 
To thy pavilion in the skies ; 
Nor can Plato*s self declare 
The bliss, the joy, the rapture there. 
Barren above thou dost not reign. 
But circled with a glorious train, 
The sons of Goo, the sons of light, 
Ever joying in thy sight : 
(For thee their silver harps are strung) 
Ever beauteous, ever young. 
Angelic forms their voices raise, 
And thro' heaven's arch resound thy praise. 

The feather'd souls that swim the air^^ 
And bathe in liquid ether there, 
The lark, precenter of their choir. 
Leading them h^her stHl and higher. 
Listen and learn ; th' angelic not^s ' 
Repeating m th^ir warbling throats, 
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And ere to soft rqwee they go, 
Teadi them to thdr loids bekmr : 
On the gieen tnr^ thdr mossy nest. 
The ev'ning anthem sirdb thdr hicnst. 
Thoi Iflie thy gcrfden chsin from fatgh. 
Thy imise mutes the eirth aid sky. 

Source of light, thou bid's! the smi 
On his burning axk run ; 
The stars like dost around him fly. 
And strew the area of the Ay. 
He drives so swift his r^oe abofc. 
Mortals can't perceive.-him move : 
So smooth his course, oblique or 
Olympus shakes not with his wdght 
And as the queen of solemn night 
Fills at his vase the orb of light. 
Imparted lustre : thus we see 
The solar virtue shines by thee. 

Eiresione, well no more 
Imaginary pow'r adore ; 
Since oil, and wool, and cheerful wine. 
And life-sustaining bread are thine. 

Thy herbage, O great Pan, sustains 
The flocks that graze our Attic plains : 
The olive, with ftesh verdure crown'd. 
Rises pregnant from the ground ; 



At diy command it shoots and springs. 
And a thousand blessings brings. 
Mmenra, only is thy mind, 
lYisdom, and bounty to mankinds 
The fragrant thyme, the bloomy rose. 
Herb, and flow'r, and shrub that growt 
On Thessalian Tempi's plain, 
Or where the rich Sabeans reign. 
That treat the taste, or smell, or sight. 
For food, for med'dne, or delight ; 
Planted by thy parent care. 
Spring, and smile,, and flourish there. 

O ye nurses of soft dreams, 
Reedy brooks, and winding streams, 
Or murmuring o'er the pebblessheen, 
Or sliding through the meadows green, 
Or where through matted sedge you creep, 
Travelling to your parent deep ; 
Sound his praise, by whom ye rose. 
That sea, which neither ebbs nor flows. 

O ye immortal woods and groves. 
Which th* enamoured student loves ; 
Beneath whose venerable shade. 
For thought and friendly converse made, 
Fam'd Heeadem, old hero, lies. 
Whose shrine is shaded from the skies. 
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And through the glooiii of silent night 
Projects firom £ur Its tiembting l%ht. 
YoUy whose roots descend as low. 
As high in air your branches grow ; 
Your leafy arms to heaven extend^ 
Bend your heads^ in homage bend : 
Cedars, and pines, that wave above, 
And the oak belov'd of Jove. 

Omen, monster, prod^. 
Or nothing are, or Jove from thee ! 
Whether various nature play. 
Or re-invers'd thy will obey. 
And to rebel tnan declare 
Famine, plagiie, or wasteful war. 
Laugh, ye profane, who dare des(nse 
The threatening vengeance of the skies^ 
Whilst the pious, on his guard. 
Undismayed is still piepar d : 
Life or death, his mind's at rest. 
Since what thou send'st must needs be best. 

No evil can from thee proceed : 
Tis only suffer d, not decreed ; 
Darimess is not from the sun. 
Nor mount the shades till he is gone: 
Then does night obscene arise 
From Erebus, and fill the skies ; 



Fantastic forms the air invade, 
Daughters of nothing and of shade. 

Can we forget thy guardian care, 
Slow to punbh, prone to spare ! 
Thou break'st the haughty Perstan^s pride. 
That dar'd old Ocean's power deride; 
Their shipwrecks strewM the Eubean wave, 
At Marathon they found a grave. 
O ye bkss'd Greeks^ who there expired. 
For Qreece with pious ardour fir*d, 
What shrines or altars shall we raise 
To secure your endless praise ? 
Or need we monuments supply, 
To rescue what can never die ! 

And yet a greater hero fiir j 
(Unless great Socrates could err) 
Shall rise to bless some fiiture day. 
And teach to live, and teach to pray. 
Come, Unknown Instructor, come I 
Our leaping hearts shall make thee rootti : 
Thou with Jove our vows shalt share ; 
Of Jove and Thee we are the care» 

O Father, King, whose heavenly face 
Shines serene on all thy race, 
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We thy magnificence adore^ 
And thy well-known aid implore ; 
Nor vainly for thy help we call ; 
Nor can we want ; for thou art all I 



ELEGY 



ON 

THE AFRICAN SLAVES. 

SHENSTONB. 

Why droops this heart with fiincy'd woes foiiomf 
Why anks my soul beneath each wintry sky ? 

What pensive crowds, by ceaseless labours worn, 
What myriads wish to be as bleas'd as I ? 

What tho' my roofe devoid of pomp arise. 
Nor tempt the proud to quit his destin'd way ! 

Nor costly art my flow'ry dales disguise. 

Where only simple friendship de^ns to stray ! 

See the wild sens of Lapland's chill domain. 
That scoop their couch beneath the drifted snows! 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain. 
Where the sharp east for ever, ever blowsl 



Slave tho' I be, to Ddia's eyes a dave, 
My Delia's eyes endear the bands I wear ; 

The sigh she caoses well becomes the brave, 
The pang she causes 'tis ev'n bliss to bear* 

See the poor native quit the Lybian shores. 
Ah I not in love's delightful fetters bound ; 

No radiant smile his dying peace restores. 
Nor love, nor fame, nor friendship, heals his 
wound. 

Let vacant bards display their boasted woes ; 

Shall I the mockery of grief display? 
No ! let the Muse his piercing pangs disclose, , 

Who bleeds and weeps his sum of life away ! 

On the wild beach, in mournful guise he stood. 
Ere the shrill boatswain gave the hated sign ; 

He dropp'd a tear unseen into the flood. 
He stole one secret moment to repine. 

Yet the Muse listen^ to the plaints he made. 
Such moving plaints as nature could inspire ; 

To me the Muse his tender plea convey'd, 
But smooth'd and suited to the sounding lyrer 
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Why am I ravish'd from my nadre rtrand ? 

What savage race protects this ivijpioiis gain ? 
Shall lbre%n plagues infest this teeming land, 
" And more than sea4>om monsters f^n^ the 
** main? 

^ Here the dire locusts* horrid swarms prevaul ; 

'^ Here the blue a^ with livid poison swell ; 
" Here the dry dipsa writhes his sinuous mafl ; 

'^ Can we not here secure from envy dwell ? 

*' When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chase, 
** When the stem panther sought hb midnight 

<* What fate reserv'd me for this Christian race* ? 
** O race more polisli'd, more severe than they ! 

'^ Ye prowling wolves ! pursue my latest cries ; 

*' Thou hungry tiger ! leave thy reeking den ; 
** Ye sandy wastes ! in rapid eddies rise ; 

^* O tear me from the whips and scorns of men ! 

'' Yet in their face superior beauty glows : 

" Are smiles the mien of rapine and of wrong i 
** Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 
And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. 

* Spoken hf a Negro. 
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*' Of blissful haunts they teU, and brighter cKmes^ 
** Where gentle minds, convey'd by Deaths 
" repair ; 
" But stain'd with blood, and crimson'd o'er with 
" crimes, 
Say, shall they merit what they paint so fair ? 
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Noy-earefess, hopeless of those fertile plains. 
Rich by oar toik, and by our sorrows gay, 
'< They ply our labours and enhance our pains, 
** And £affk these distant regions to rqpay. 

*^ For them our tusky elephant expires ; 

*' For them we drain the mine's embowd'd gold ! 
*' Where rove the brutal nation's wild desires? 

** Our limbs are purchased, and our lives are sold ; 

** Yet shores there are, bless'd shores for us remain, 
" And favoured isles with golden fruitage crown'd^ 

^ Where tufted flow'rets pahit the verdant plain, 
" Where ev'ry breeze shall med'cine ev*ry 
" wound. 



ti 
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There the stem tyrant, that embitters life, 
Shall, vainly suppliant, i^read his asking hand ;. 
** There shall we view the billow's raging sfzifey 
* ' Aid the kind breeae^ and waft his boat to huid. " 
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THE GRAVE. 



BLAIB. 



Tht house appoinUdy^ all IMng.^JOM. 

Whilst some afiect the sun, and some tlie shade* 
Some flee the city, some the hemutage, 
Thehr aims as various as the roads they take 
In journeying through life ; the task be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the iamb ; 
Th' appointed place of rendezvous, where all • 
These travelers meet. Thy succours I inqplore, 
Eternal King ! whose potent arm sustains 
Thekeysofhellanddeath. TheGrave, dread thing! 
Men shiver when thou'rt nam'd : Nature, appall'd^ 
Shakes off her wonted firmness. Ah! how dark 
Thy long-extended realms, and rueful wastes ? 
Where nought but silence reigns, and night, daik 

night. 
Dark as was Chaos, ere the infieuit sun 
Was roU'd together, or had try'd its beams 
Athwart the gloom profound ! The sickly taper. 
By i^mm'ring thro' thy low-browM misty vaults, 
(Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and ropy slime ;) 
Lets fall a supernumerary horror. 
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And only serves to make thy night more irksome* 
Well do 1 know thee by thy trusty yew. 
Cheerless, unsocial plant ! that loves to dwell 
Midst sculls and coffins, epitaplis and worms; 
Where light-heePd ghosts, and visionary shades* 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embody'd, thick, perform their mystic rounds. 
No other merriment, dull tree ! is thine. 

See yonder hallowed fane ! the pious work 
Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 
And buried midst the wreck of things which were; 
There lie interred the more illustrious dead. 
The wind is up : hark ! how it howls ! Methinks, 
Till now, I never heard a sound so dreary ! 
Doors creek, and windows clap, and night's foul bird 
Rook'd in the spire, screams loud ; the gloomy ables 
Black piaster^, and hung round with shreds of 

'scutcheons. 
And tatter'd coats of arms, send back the sound. 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults. 
The mansions of the dead. Rous'd from their 
In grim array the grisly spectres rise, [slumbers, 
Grin horrible, and, obstinately sullen^ 
Pass and repass, hush*d at the foot of night. 
Again the screech-owl shneks—- ungracious sound I 
I'll hear no more ; it make's one's blood run chill. 
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Quite round the pile, a row of rev'rend elmi^ 
(Coeval near with that) all ragged shew. 
Long lash'd by the rode winds. Some rift half dowa 
Their branchless trunks; others so thin at top;. 
That scarce two crows can lodge on the same tree. 
Strange things^ the neighbours say» have loqppenVI 

here; 
Wild shrieks have issued from the hdlow toBbs; 
Dead men have come again and walk'd about ; 
And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, unlioiich'd. 
(Such tales their cheer at wake or gossqpii^. 
When it draws near to witching tiipe of night) 

Oft in the lone church-yard at night I've seeot 
By gliroppe of moonshine chequering thro' the trees. 
The school-boy witli his satchel in his hand. 
Whistling aloud, to bear his courage up ; 
And lightly tripping o'er the long flat stones, 
(With nettles skirted, and with moss o'ergrown,) 
That tell in homely phrase who lies below. 
Sudden he starts, and hears, or thinks he hears^ 
The sound of something purring at his heels ; 
Full ftst he flies, and dares not look behind him, 
TQl, out of breath, he overtakes his iUlows^ 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall Imd ghastly, 
That walks at dead of n%ht, or takes its stand 
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O'er some new-open'd grave; and (strange to tell !) 
Evanishes at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made widow, too, Pve sometimes spy'd. 
Sad sight ! slow moving o'er the prostrate dead : 
Usdess, she crawls along in doleful black, 
While bursts of sorrow gush from either eye, 
Fast falling down her now untasted cheek. 
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She drops ; whibt busy meddling Memory, 
In barbarous succession, musters up 
The past endeahnents of their softer hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, still she thinks 
She sees him, and indulging the fond thought. 
Clings yet more closely to the senseless turf. 
Nor heeds the passenger who looks that way. 

Invidious Grave !— 4iowdost thou rend in sunder 
Whom love has knit, and sympathy made one ? 
A tie more stubborn far than nature's band. 
Friendship ! mysterious cement of the soul ; 
Sweetener of life, and solder of society, 
I owe thee much. Thou hast deserved from me. 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 
Oft have I prov'd the labours of thy love, 
And the warm efforts of the geutle heart. 
Anxious to please. Oh ! wHen my friend and I 



218 

la some thick wood have wander'd heedless on, 

Hid from the vulgar eye, and sat us down 

Upon the sloping cowsli(Mx>ver'd bank. 

llVhere the pure limpid stream has slid along 

In grateful errors thro' the underwood. 

Sweet munn'ring; methought the shrill-tongaed 

thrush 
-Mended his song of love ; the sooty blackbird 
Mellow'd his pipe, and soften'd every note ; 
The eglantine smell'd sweeter, and the rose 
Assumed a dye more deep; whilst ev'ry flower 
Vy'd with his fellow-plant in luxury 
Of dress — Oh ! then the longest summer's day 
Seem'd too, too much m haste ; still the full heart 
Had not imparted half: ^twas happiness 
Too exquisite to last. Of joys departed. 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 

Dull Grave !-*-thou spoil'st the dance of youthful 
blood, 
Strik'st out the dimple from the cheek of Mirth, 
And ev'iy smirking feature from the face ; 
Branding our laughter with, the name of madness 
Where are the Jesters now ? the men of health, 
Complexionally pleasant? Where's the droU« 
Whose ev'iy look and gesture was a joke 
To chipping theatres and shouting crowds, 
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And made ev^n thick-lip'd musing Melanchoij 
To gather up her face into a smile' 
Before she was aware ? Ah ! sullen now. 
And dumb as the green turf that covers them. 

. Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war } 
The Roman Caesars, and the Grecian chiefs. 
The boast of story i Where the hot-brain'd youth. 
Who the tiara at his pleasure tore 
From kings of all the then discovered globe, 
And cry'd, forsooth, because his arm was hamper'd. 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas ! how slim, dishonourably slim. 
And cramm'd into a space we blush to name ! 
Proud royalty ! hoff alter'd in thy looks ! 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue ! 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone ? 
Where hast thou hid thy many-spangled head, /^^ 
And the majestic menace of thine eyes t^*- 

Felt from afar ? Pliant and powerless now, v(^y v 
like new-bom infant wound up in his swathes, ^^ — 
Or victim tumbled flat upon its back. 
That throbs beneath the sacrificer's knife. 
Mute, must thou bear the strife of little tongues. 
And coward insults of the base*bom crowd, 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadst; 
But only hop'd for in th^ peaceful Grave, 
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Of being iiimiolested and alone. 

Arabia's gums and odoriferous drugs* 

And honours by the heralds duly paid. 

In mode and form ev*n to a very scruple ; 

Oh ! crud irony ! these come too late. 

And only mock whom they were meant to honour. 

Surely there's not a dungeon slave thaf s buryd 

In the highway, unshrouded and unarfBn'd, 

But lies as soft, and sleqM as sound as he. 

Sorry pre-eminence of high descent, 

Above the vulgar bom to rot in state. 

Butsee ! the well-plum'd hearse comesnoddingott, 
Stately and slow ; and.prqserly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that painfiil watch 
The sick man's door, and live upon the dead. 
By letting out their persons by the hour. 
To mimic sorrow where the heart's not sad. 
How rich the trappings ! now they're all unfnri'd, 
And glittering in the sun ; triumphant entries 
Of conquerors, and coronation pomps. 
In g^oiy scarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard th' unwieldy show ; whilst from the case- 
ments 
And houses' tops, ranks behind ranks» dose wedg'd, 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this wastes 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcass 
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Tbafs fidl'n into disgrac^y and in tbe nostril 
Smdls horrible ? Ye undertakers, tell us. 
Midst all the gorgeoos figures yoa exhibit. 
Why is the principai conceaFd, for which 
You make this mi^ty stir? — ^Tis wisely done : 
What would o£fend the eye in a good picture. 
The painter casts discreetly into shades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear'st 
Below the envy of the private man! 
Honour, that meddlesome, officious ill. 
Pursues thee ev'n to death ; nor there 8tq>s short: 
Strange persecution ! when the grave itself 
Is no jNTotection firom rude sufferance. 

Absurd to thialc to nvpr.r<>9ch the GraVCy 

And firom the wreck of names to rescue ours ! 
The best-concerted schemes men lay for fiune. 
Die hst away ; ^y themselves die fiister, 
The fiur-fam'd sculptor, and the laurell'd bard. 
Those bold insurancers of deathless fiime, 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 
The tapering pyramid, th' Egyptian's pride, 
And w<Mider of the world, whose ^iky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv'd 
The ahgiy shaking of the winter's storm ; 
Yet spent at last by th' injuries of heaven. 
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Shattered with age, and iiurrow'd o'er with yean, 
The mystic cone with hieroglyphics crusted. 
At once gives way. Oh! lamentable sight I 
The labour of whole ages tumbles down, 
A hideous and misshapen length of ruins. 
Sepulchral columns wrestle but in vain 
With all-subduing time ; her cank'ring hand 
With calm, deliberate malice wasteth them : 
Worn on the edge of days, the brass consumes^ 
The busto moulders, and the deep-cut marble^ 
Unsteady to the steel, gives up its charge. 
Ambition, half-convicted of her folly. 
Hangs down her head, and reddens at the tale. 

Here all the mighty troublers of the earth, 
Who swam to sovereign rule thro' seas of blood ; 
T^i* oppressive, sturdy, man-destroying villains, 
Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empves waste. 
And, in a cruel wantonness of power, 
Thinn'd states of half their people, and gave up 
To want the rest ; now like a storm that's spent, 
Lie hush*d, and meanly sneak behind the covert. 
Vain thought ! to hide them from the gen'ral scorn 
That haunts and dogs them like an injur*d ghost 
Implacable. Here, too, the petty tyrant. 
Whose scant domains geographer ne*er noticed, 
And, well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as short. 
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Who fix*d hb iron talons on the poor. 
And grip'd them like some lordly beast of prey ; 
Deaf to the forcefbl cries of gnawing hunger, 
And piteous plaintive voice of misery ; 
(As if a slave was not a shred of nature, 
Of the same common nature with his lord ;) 
Now tame and humble, like a child thafs whipp'd, 
Shakes hands with dust, and calls the worm his kins- 
man! 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under ground 
Precedency's a jest; vassal and lord, 
Grossly familiar, side by side consume. 

When self-esteem, or other's adulation. 
Would cunningly persuade us we are something 
Above the common level of our kind, [^^^» 

The Grave gainsays the smooth complexion^ flat- 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 

Beauty — ^thou pretty plaything, dear deceit ! 
That steals so softly o'er the stripling's heart, 
And gives it a new pulse unknown before! 
The Grave discredits thee : thy charms expung'd^ 
Thy roses faded, and thy lilies soil'd, 
What hast thou more to boast of? Will thy lovers 
IlodL round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage f 
Methmks I see thee with thy head low kid. 
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Whilst surfeited upon thy damask cheek 
The high-fed vrorm, in lazy volumes roUM, 
Riots unscar'd. For tkU was all thy caution? 
For this thy [KiinAil labour at thy glass, 
T" improve those charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the spoiler thanks thee not ? Foul feeder! 
Coarse fare and carrion please thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a relish on the sense. 
Look how the fair-one weeps ! the conscious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flowers : 
Honest efiiision ! the swoln heart in vain 
Works hard, to put a gloss on its distress^ 

Strength, too— thou surly and less gentle boasi 
Of those that loud laugh at the village ring ; 
A fit of common sickness pulls thee down 
With greater ease than e'er thou didst the stripling 
That rashly dar'd thee to th' unequal fight 
What groan was that I heard ? Deep groan, indeed! 
With anguish heavy laden. Let me trace it, — 
From yonder bed it comes, where the strong man« 
By stronger arm belaboured, gasps for breath 
Like a hard-hunted beast. How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy breast by far too scant 
To give the lungs full play. What now avail 
11^ strong- built, sinewy limbs, and well-spread 
shoulders! 
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See how he tugs for life, and lays aboot him. 
Mad widi hid pains t Eager he catches hold 
Of what comes nei^t to hand, and grasps it hard. 
Just like a creature drowning ; hideous sight ! 
Oh ! how his eyes stand out, and stare full ghastly ! 
Wlnlst the distemper's rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow 'cross his bowels. 
And drinks his marrow up. Heard you that groan f 
It was his last — See how the great Goliath, 
Just like a child that ^wFd itself to rest, 
lies still. — What mean'st thou then^ O mighty 

boaster! 
To vaunt of nerves of thine ? What means the bulb 
Unconscious' of his strength, to play the cowardf 
And flee before a feeble thing like man, i 

That, knowing well the slackness of his arm, 
'Trusts only in the well-invented knife ? 

With study pale, and midnight vi^ spent. 
The star-surveying- sage close to hb eye 
Applies the sight-invigorating tube, 
And traveling thro' the boundless fcngth of ^noe, 
Marks well the courses of the £u--$een orbs 
That roll with regular concision there. 
In ecstasy of thought. But ah, proud man ! 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head ; . 
Soon, very «i9oi^.4y 6ni|est.$K>|i«g &tt^ 

L2 
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And down thou dropp'st into that darksome place 
Where nor deyke nor knowledge ever came. 

Here the tongue-warrior lies disabled now, 
Disarm'd, dishonoured, like a wretch thaf s gagg'd. 
And cannot tell his ails to passers by. [change, 
Great men of language! — Whence this miglity 
This dumb despair, and drooping of tibe bead ? 
Tho' strong persuasion hung upon thy Vtp, 
And sly insinuation's softer arts 
In ambush lay upon thy flowing tongoe ; 
Alas ! how chop-fairn now ! Thick mists and silence 
Rest, like a weary cloud, upon thy breast 
Unceasing. — ^Ah ! where is the lifted arm, 
The strength of action and the force of words, 
The well-tum'd period, and the well-tun*d voice, 
With all the lesser ornaments of phrase? 
Ah ! fled for ever as they ne'er had been ; 
Raz'd from the book of fame ; or, moie prov<Aing, 
Perchance some hackney, hunger-bitten scribbler. 
Insults thy memory, and blots thy tomb, 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhymes, 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along ; 
Enough to rouse a dead man into rage. 

Here the great masters of the healing art. 
These mighty mock defrauders of the tomb^ 
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^pite of their juleps and catholicons, 
Resigu their fate. ' Proud ^culapius' son I 
Where are thy boasted implements of art, 
And all thy well-crammM magazines of health f 
Nor hill^ nor vale, as far as ships could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel bottom'd brook, 
EscapM thy rifling hand : — from stubborn shrubs 
Thou wrung'st their sby retu*ing virtues out. 
And vex'd them in the fire ; nor fly, nor insect 
Nor writhy snake, escap'd thy deep research. 
But why this apparatus ? Why this cost ? 
Tell us, thou doughty keeper, fi-om the Grave, 
Where are thy recipes and cordials now, 
With the long lists of vouchers for thy cures ? 
Alas ! thou speak'st not. The bold impostor 
Looks not more silly when the cheat's found out. 

Here the lank-sided miser, worst of felons ! 
Who meanly stole, (discreditable shift !) 
From back and belly too, their proper cheer, 
Eas'd of a task it irk*d the wretch to pay 
To his own carcass, now lies cheaply lodged, 
By clam'rous appetites no longer teased. 
Nor tedious bilb of charges and repairs. 
But ah ! where are his rents, his comuigs-in ? 
Aye, now you've made the rich man poor indeed ! 
Kobb'd of his gods, what has he left behind ? 
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Ob, coned lust of gold ! when for dqr saAe, 
The fool throws up his iDterest in both woildi 
First starv'd in this, then damnM in that to 



How shocking must thy summons be, O 
To him that is at ease in his possessioos ! 
Who counting our long years of f^easoie htae. 
Is quite unfurnished for that world to cone ! 
In that dread moment, how the frantic son! 
Raves round the walb of her clay tenement ! 
Runs to each avenue^ and shrieks for help. 
But shrieks in vain ! How wishfully she lookt 
On all she's leaving, now no longer hers ! 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
Oh, might she stay to wash away her stains. 
And fit her for her passage ! Moii^ful sight! 
Her very eyes weep blood ; and ev*ry groan 
She heaves b big with horror. But the foe, 
Like a staunch murd'rer, steady to his purpose. 
Pursues her close through ev'ry lane of life. 
Nor misses once the track, but presses on ; 
Till forced at last to the tremendous verge. 
At once she sinks to everlasting ruin. 

Sure 'tis a serious tiding to die ! My. soul ! 
What a strange moment must it be, when near 
Thy journey ^endy thou bast the gulf in view J 
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That awfiil gulf, no mortal e'er repass'd. 
To tell what^s doing oa the other side. 
Nature runs back and shudders at the sight. 
And ev'ry life-string bleeds at thoughts of pmting ; 
For part they must ; body and soul must part ; 
Fond couple I link'd more close than wedded pair« 
This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 
The witness of its actions, now fts Judge ; 
Tliat drops into the dark and noisome Grave, 
Like a disabled pitcher of no use. 

If death was nothing, iind nought after death ; 
If when men dy'd, at once they ceas'd to be, 
Retuining to the barren womb of nothing. 
Whence first they sprang ; then might the debauchee 
Untrembling mouthe the heavens ; then might the 

drunkard 
Reel over his full bowl, and,, when ^tis drained. 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 
At the poor bugbear, Death: then might the wretch 
That's weary of the world, and tir'd of life. 
At once give each. inquietude the slip, 
By stealing out of being when he iHeas*d, < .. 
AaA by what way ; whether by hemp or steeL 
Death's thousand doors stand open. Who could! 

iarce . - .,; 

The iU-pleas'd gues^ to sit out hi» &U .tin% . . . 
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OrVbmthimMhtpta} Sore he does wdl, 
Ttal kdps Uwdf as tBidy as he can. 
When ahie. Bat if their is an hereafter. 
And AnI there b c o nst ienc e , nmnfloenc'd. 
And snfcr'd to spe^ oat, tefls ewcrj man. 
Then anst it be an awlbl dn^ to die : 
More honid Tet to die br one's awn hand. 



Sctf-BDider! name it not: our island's shame; 
Tint makes her the reproach of neighb'iiiig states. 
Shall nature, swenii^ from her earliest dictate, 
SelfpreseiiFatioD, fidl by her own act? 
Forbid it. Heaven ! Let not, upon disgust. 
The shameless hand be fhlly crimsonM o'er 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt ! 
Just reekiog from self-slaughter, in a rage 
To rush into the presence of our Judge ; 
As if we cballeng'd Him to do Hb worst. 
And matter'd not his wrath : unheard-of tortures 
Must be reserv'd for sucb : these herd together ; 
The common damn'd shun their society. 
And look upon themselves as fiends less foul. 
Our time is fix'd, and all our days are numbered ; 
How long, how sliort, we know not: this we know, 
Duty requires we calmly wait the summons. 
Nor dare to stir till Heaven shall give permission ; 
Like sentries that most keep thefar destm'd stand. 
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And wait tfa' appointed hour, till they're reliev'd : 
Those only are the brave that keep their ground, 
And keep it to the last. To run away * 

Is but a coward's trick. To run away 
From this world's ills, that, at the very worst. 
Will soon blow o'er, thinking to mend ourselves. 
By boldly vent'ring on a world unknown. 
And plunging headlong in the dark ; 'tis mad; 
No phrenzy half so desp'rate as this. 

Tell us, ye dead ; will none of you, in pity 
To those you left- behind, disclose the secret ? 
O that some courteous ghost would blab it out. 
What 'tis you are, and we must shortly be ! 
Fve heard, that souls departed, have sometimes 
Forewam'd men of their death : 'twas kindly done, 
To knock, and give th' alarum. But what means 
This stinted charity ? Tis but lame kindness 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what 'tis to die ? Do the strict laws 
Of your society forbid your speaking 
Upon a point so nice ? Ill ask no more ; 
Sullen, like lamps in sepulchres, your shine 
Enlightens but yourselves. Well — ^'tis no matter ; 
A very little time will clear up aU, 
And make us leam'd as ye are, and as dose. 
Death's shafte fly thick : here iaUs the village swaiD, 
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Aad there hispuBper'd lord. The cup goes round; 
Aad who so artful as to put it hy f 
Tb long since death had the majoiity; 
Tel strange ! the fiving lay it not to.heart. 
See yonder anker of the dead man's bed. 
The seatoo, hoaiy-headed chronide. 
Of hard, unmeaning iaoe, down which ne'er stole 
A gentie tear, with mattock in his hand. 
Digs thro' whole rows of kindred and acquaintance^ 
By £ur his juniors. Scarce a scull's cast up. 
But well he knew its owner, and can tell 
Some passage of his hie. Thus hand in hand. 
The sot has walk'd with death twice ^enty yeais, 
Yet ne'er a yonker aa the green laughs louder, . 
Or clubs a smuttier tale : when drunkards meet. 
None sings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to bis cup. Poor wretch ! be minds no^ 
Tliat soon some trusty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him, what he has done for thousands. 

■• 
On this side, and on that, men see their friends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn ; yet launch out 
Into fantastic schemes, which the long hveis 
In the world's hale sywi uadegenerate days . 
Could scarce haveleisure for. Foob^.t^ ^e aie I 
Never t,a think of death and of opurseli'ses 
A^ the same time ; as if lo.Je^rii.to^die. 
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Were no concern <^oun. .. Oh! more than sottiah, 
For creatures of a day in gamesome mood 
To firolic on Eternity's dread brink , 

Unapprehensive ; when» for aught we know, 
The very first swohi surge shall sweep us in. 
Think we^ or think we not, time hurries on 
With a resistless unremitting stream ; 
Yet treads more soft than e'er did midnight thief. 
That slides his hand under the miser's pillow. 
And carries off his prize. What is this world i 
What, but a spacious burial field unwall'd, 
Strew'd with death's spoils, the spoils of animab 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bones. 
The very turf on which we tread once liv'd ; 
And we that live must lend our carcasses 
To cover our own o£&priog : in their turns. 
They, too, must cover theirs. 'Tb here all meet ; 
The ^v'riog Icelander, and sun*bumt Moor ; 
Men of all climes, that never met before ; 
And of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, the Christian. 
Here the proud prince, and favourite yet proud^. 
His sov'reign's keeper, and the people's scourge. 
Are huddled out of sight. Here lie abash'd 
The great negociators of the earth. 
And celebrajted masters of the balance. 
Deep read in stratagems and wiles of courts; 
Now vain their treaty-skilL Death scorns to treat. 




234 

Here the o'erloaded slave flings down his burden 
From hisgaird shoulders ; and when the cruel tyrant, 
With all his guards and tools of power about him, 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardships. 
Mocks his short arm — and quick as thought escapes 
Where tyrants vex not, where the weary rest. 

Here the warm lover, leaving the cool shade. 
The tell-tale echo, and the babbling stream, 
(Time out of miud tlie fkv'rite seats of love) 
Fast by his gentle mistress lays him down,. 
Unblasted by foul tongue. — Here friends and foes 
Lie close unmindful of their former feuds. 
The lawn-rob'd prelate and plain presbyter, 
Ercwhile that stood aloof, as shy to meet. 
Familiar mingle here, like sister streams 
That some rude interposing rock had split. 

Here is the large-Iimb'd peasant : — here the chiU 
Of a span long, that never saw the sun, 
Nor pressed the nipple, strangled m life's pordi. 
Here is the mother with her sons and daughten ; 
The barren wife, and long-demurring maid. 
Whose lonely unappropriated sweets 
SmilM like yon knot of cowslips on the diff. 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. 
Here are the prude severe, and ^y coquet, 




iS5 

The sober widow, and the young green virgin, 

Cropp'd like a rose before 'ds fully blown. 

Or half its worth disclosed. Strange medley here ! 

Here garrulous old age winds up his tale ; 
And jovial youth, of lightsome vacant heart. 
Whose ev'ry day was made of melody, [shrew, 
Hears not the voice of mirth. The shrill-tongu'd 
Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 
Here are the wise, the generous, and the brave ; 
The just, the good, the worthless, the profane. 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred ; 
The fool, the churl, the scoundrel, and the mean. 
The supple statesman, and the patriot stem ; 
The wrecks of nations, and the spoils of time, 
With iedl the lumber of six thousand years. 

Poor man ! how happy once in thy first state ! 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand, ' 
He stamp'd thee with his image, and, well pleas'd, 
Smil'd on his last fair work. Then all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the soul serene ; 
like two sweet instruments, ne'er out of tune. 
That play'd their several parts. Nor heaQ, nor heart, 
Offered to ache : nor was there cause they should, 
For all was pure within, no fell remorse. 
Nor aoziotts castings up of \^at might be, 
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Alann'd his peacefbl bosom* Smuiier 

Show not more smooth, wheo kissed by southen 

wmdsy % 

Just ready to expire. Scarce importmi'd. 
The generous sofl, with a faumioiis hand^ 
Offier'd the Taiioiis produce of the year. 
And ev'iy thing most perfect in its land. 
Blessed! thrice blessed days! Bnt^ah! hofwshort! 
Bless'd as the pleasing dreams of holy men; 
But fiigitiTe like those, and qniddy gone. 

Oh! s]q)pay state of things! What sodden torm! 
What strange vicissitudes in the first leaf 
Of man's sad history ! To-day most happy. 
And ere to-morrow's sun has set, most abject 
How scant the space between these vast extremes ! 
Thus far'd it with our sire : not long ei^y'd 
His paradise. Scarce had the happy tenant 
Of the £ur spot due time to prove its sweets. 
Or sum them up, when strait he must be gone^ 
Ne'er to return again. And must he go ? 
Can nought compound for ihejirst dire ofeice 
Of erring man? Like one that is condemned. 
Fain would he trifle time with idle talk. 
And parley with his hte. But 'tis in vain — 
Not all the lavish odours of the place, 
Offer'd in incense, can procure his pardon. 
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Or mitigate his doom. A mighty Angel 
With flaming sword forbids his longer stay* 
And drives the loiterer forth ; nor must he take 
One kst and &rewel round. At once he lost 
Hb gloiy and his God. If mortal now. 
And sorely maim'd» no wonder. Man has sinned. 
Sick of his bliss, and bent on new adventures. 
Evil he needs would try ; nor tiy'd in vain. 
(DreadAU experiment ! destructive measure ! 
Where the worst thing can happen, is success.) 
Alas I too well he q)ed : the good he scon^'d, 
Stalk'd off reluctant, like an ill-us'd ghosts 
Not to return : or if it did, its visits, 
Like those of angeb, short and for between : 
Whilst the black demon, with his hell-scapM train 
Admitted once into its better room. 
Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone ; 
Lording it o'er the man : who now too late 
Saw the rash error, which he could not mend : 
An error fatal not to him alone. 
But to his future sons, his fortune's heirs. 
Inglorious bondage ! Human nature groans 
Beneath a vassalage so vile and cruel. 
And its vast body bleeds through ev'iy vein* 

What havock hast thou made, foul monster, Sin I 
Greatest and first of ills. The fruitful parent 
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Ofwoesof alldnneiuioiis! Bot for dice 

Sorrow bad never been. Afl-noxioin 

Of vilest nature ! Other sorts of evils 

Are kindly circamscrib'd, and have thdr bounds. 

The fierce volcano from his buming entrails^ 

That belches molten stone and globes <^ fire» 

lovolv'd in pitchy clouds of smoke and stendiy 

Mars the adjacent fields for some leagues round. 

And there it stops. The big-swoln tnniMfatwti, 

Of mischief more difiiisive, raving loud. 

Buries whole tracks of country, threat'ning moie; 

But that too has its shore it cannot pass. 

More dreadful far than these! Sin has laid warte^ 

Not here and there a country, but ajvoild : 

Dispatching at a wide-extended blow 

Entire mankind ; and for their sakes defiicing 

A whole creation's beauty with rude hands ; 

Blasting the foodfiil grain, the loaded branches, 

And marking all along its way with ruin. 

Accursed thing ! Oh ! where shall fimcy find 

A proper name to call thee by, expressive 

Of all thy horrors ? Pregnant womb of ills ! 

Of temper so transcendeutly malign. 

That toads and serpents of most deadly kind, 

Compared to thee, are harmless. Sicl^nesses 

Of ev'ry size and symptom, racking pains. 

And bluest plagues, are thine. See how the fiend 
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Profusely scatters the contagion round ! 

Whilst deep-mouth'd slaughter^ bellowing at her 

heels, • 

Wades deep in blood new spilt : yet for to-morrow 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon daring. 
And inly pines till the dread blow is struck. 

But hold ! — I've gone too far ; too much discovered 
My father's nakedness, and nature's shame^ 
Here let me pause, and drop an honest tear. 
One burst of filial duty and condolence^ 
O'er all those ample deserts Death has spread ; 
This chaos of mankind. O great man-eater ! 
Whose ev'ry day is carnival, nor sated yet ! 
Unheard-of epicure ! without a fellow ! 
The veriest gluttons do not always cram ; 
Some intervals of abstinence are sought 
To edge the appetite : thou seekest none. 
Methinks the countless' swarms thou hast devour'd^ 
And thousands that each hour thou gobblest up, 
This, less than this, might gorge thee to the full ; 
But ah ! rapacious still, thou gap'st for more : 
Like one, whole days defrauded of his meals. 
On whom lank hunger lays her skinny hand. 
And whets to keenest eagerness his cravings ; 
As if diseases, massacres, and poison, 
Famine, and war, were not thy caterers. 




240 

But know, that thou must render up thy dead, 
And with high interest too. They are not thine! 
But only in thy keeping for a season, 
TiU the great promis'd day of restitution ; 
When loud difiusive sound of brazen trump 
Of strong-Iimg'd cherub, shall alarm thy captive^ 
And rouse the long, long sleepers into life. 
Daylight, and liberty. 
Then must thy gates fly open, and reveal 
The ndnes that lay loug forming under ground. 
In their dark cells immur'd ; but now full i^ 
And pure as silver from the crucible. 
That twice has stood the torture of the fire 
And inquisition of the forge. We know 
Th' illustrious Deliverer of mankind, 
The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy pow'r 
Thou coiddst not hold : self-vigorous he rose, 
And shaking off thy fetters^ soon retook 
Those spoils his voluntary yielding lent : 
(Sure pledge of our releasement from thy thrall !) 
Twice twenty days he sojourned here on earth. 
And show'd himself alive to chosen wittiesses. 
By proofs so strong, that the most slow-asseetuig 
Had not a scruple left. This having done, 
He mounted up to heaven. Methinks I see him 
Climb the aerial height, and glide along 
Athwart the severing clouds : but the faint eye. 
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Hung backward ia tbe dttse^ soon drops itt bold, 
Disabled qu^ and jaded with punoiiig. 
Heaveo's portals wide expand to 1^ hira in; 
Nor are hisyHenib shot ont: as some great Prince 
Not for bimself alone procures a^bnisiiony 
But for bis train. It was bis royal wfll, 
Tbat wbere be is, tbere shoald bis foUmoen be; 
Deatb only lies between. Aglooniypadi! 
Made yet more gloomy by.onr coward ftan. 
But not untrod nor ledions; the iat%ne 
Will soon go off: beside, tfaere^i no bye^vmA 
To bliss. Tben why, like ill-eonditionM cfaiMren, 
Start we at transient hardships in the way 
That leads toi purer air« and softer skiesy 
And a ne'er-setting son ? Foob that we are I 
We wish to be wimre sweets nnwitiiering bloom ; 
But strait onr wish revdce» and will not go. 
So have I seen^upon a summer's ev^» 
Fast by a riv'lefs brink, ayoni^ister phiy : 
How wishfully he looks to stem the tide f 
This moment resolute, n^rt unresoh'd : 
At last he dq[M hb foot ; but as he dqM, 
His fears redouUe ; and he runsaway 
From th' inoffisnsive stream, unmindful now 
Of all the flowers that paint te further bank. 
And smil'd so sweet <rf late. Thrice welcome deatfi! 
Tbat after many a painful 

M 
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Conducts us to our home, and lands us safe 
On the long wish'd-for shore ! Prodigious change 1 
Our bane tum'd to our blessing ! Death, disannul 
Loses his ieUness quite. AU tlianks to Him 
Who scouTg'd the venom out Sure the last end 
Of the good man is peace. How cahnhb exit! 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground. 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft. 
Behold him in the evening tide of life, 
A life well qpent, whose earlycare it was 
His riper years should not upbrdd his greens 
By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away ; 
Yet, like the sun, seems larger at his setting! 
High in his &ith and hopes^ look how he reaches 
After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That's hamper'd, struggles hard to get away : 
Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide expanded 
To let new glories in, the first fair fruits 
Of the fast-coming harvest Then ! oh, then ! 
Each earth-bom joy grows vile, or disappears. 
Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how he longs 
To have his passport sign'd, and be dismiss'd I 
Tis done, and now he's happy ! The glad soul 
Has not a wish uncrowned. Ev'n the lag flesh 
Rests too in hope of meeting once again 
Its better half, never to sunder more ; 
^or shall it hope in vain ; the time drawa on, 



243 

When not a single spot of burial eartfa. 
Whether ou land, or in the spacious sea. 
But must give back its long-committed dust. 
Inviolate ; and faithfully shall these 
Make up the full account ; not the least atom 
Embezzled or mislaid, of the whole tale. 
Each soul shall have a body ready-fumish'd ; 
And each shall have his own. Hence, ye profane! 
Ask not, how this can be ? Sure the same poVr 
That rear'd the piece at first, and took it down, 
Can reassemble the loose scattered parts, . 
And put them as they were. Almighty God 
Has done much more ! nor is his arm impair'd 
Thro' length of days : and what He can, He will : 
His faithfulness stands bound to see it done.' 
When the dread trumpet sounds, the slumb'ringdust 
(Not unattentive to the call) shall wake ; 
And every joint possess its former [^ace, 
With a new elegaMce of form, unknown 
To its Jirst style. Nor shall the conscious soul 
Mistake its partner, but amidst the crowd. 
Singling its other half, into its arms 
Shall rush with all th' impatience of a man 
Tliaf s new come home, who, having long been 

absent 
With haste runs over eveiy different room. 
In pain to see the whole. Thrice ha[q»y meeting ! 
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Nor timey nor death, Aall e?er part dieiii more. 
Tib but a night, a long and momleai mght; 
We make the Grave oar bed, and then are gone. 

Thus at the shat of ev*n, the weaiy biid 
Leaves tiie wide air, and in some londy Imake 
Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn <rf day. 
Then chips his weU-fledg^d wmgs, and bears away. 



MONODF 

TOTHS 

MEMORY OF LADY LYTTEL'TON. 

WRITTEN IN THE TEAK 1747. 
LOBO LTTrELTYXH. 

At length escap'd from ev'ry human eye. 
From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, 
That in my mournful thoughts might daim a share, 
Or force my tears their flowing stream to dry 
Beneath the gloom of this embowering shade. 
This lone retreat for tender sorrow made : 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief 
And pour forth all my stores of grief ; 
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Of gne( fturpassing ev'ry other woe, 
Fur as the purest bliss, the happiest love 
Can on th' ennobled mind bestow, 
Exceeds the Tolgar joys that move 
Our gross desires, inelegant and low. 

Ye tufted groves ! ye gently fidlitig rills ! 

Ye high overshadowing hills ! 

Ye lawns ! gay smfling with eternal green. 

Oft have you my Lucy seen ! 

But never shall you now behold her more, 

Nor will she now with fond delight, 

And taste refin'd, your rural charms explore : 

Clos'd are those beauteous eyes in endless night: 

Those beauteous eyes where beaming us'd to shine 

Reason's pure ligh^ and Virtue's spark divine. 

in. 

Oft would the Dryads of these woods r^oice 

To hear her heavenly voice ; 

For her despising, when she deign'd to suig, 

The sweetest songsters of the spring; 

The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more, 

The nightingale was mute. 

And ev^ry shepherd's flute 

Was cast in silent scorn away. 

While all attended to her sweeter lay. 
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Ye laiics and linnets ! now resume your song^^ 

And thou, melodious Philomel t 

Again thy plaintive story tell. 

For deadi has stop*d tlmt tuneful tongue 

Whose music could ahme your warbling notes excel* 

IV. 

In vain I look around 

O'er all tlie well-known ground, 

My Luc/s wonted footsteps to descry. 

Where oft we us'd to walk» 

Wliere oft in tender talk 

We saw the summer's sun go down the sky ; 

Nor by yon fountain's side, 

Nor where its waters glide 

Along the valley can she now be found. 

In all the wide-stretch'd prospect's ample bound 

No more my mournful eye 

Can aught of her espy. 

But the sad sacred earth where her dear relics h*e. 

V. 

O shades of Hagley ! where is now your boast ? 
Your bright mhabitant is lost. 
You she preferred to all the gay resorts « 
Where female vanity might wish to shine. 
The pomp of cities and the pride of courts ; 
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Her modest beauties shuim'd the public eye ; 

To your sequester'd dales. 

And flower-embroider'd vales, 

From an admiring world she chose to Hy ; 

With nature tiiere retu^d, and nature's God, 

The silent paths of wisdom trod. 

And banish'd ev'ry passion from her breast. 

But those, the gentlest and the best, 

Whose holy flames with eneigy divine 

The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 

The ccmjugsd and the maternal love. 



VI. 



Sweet babes ! who, like the little playful fawns, 

Were wont to trip along these verdant lawns, 

By your delighted mother's side. 

Who now your infant steps shall guide ? 

Ah ! where is now the hand whose tender care 

To ev'ry virtue would have form'd your youth. 

And strew'd with flowers the thorny ways of truth ? 

O loss beyond repair ! 

O wretched father ! left alone 

To weep their dire misfortune and thy own ! 

How sh&ll thy weaken'd mind, oppress'd with woe». 

And drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 

Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
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Now the, alas! is gone 

IVom lolly and firom vice their heiplesB age to save ? 

vn. 

Where were ye^ Muses! when rdendess Fate 
From these fond arms yoor fiur discqile tore. 
From these fond arms that vaudy strove 
With hqiless ineffisctual love 
To gnard her bosom from the mortd blow? 
Could not your iaVring power, Aonian maids I 
Could not, alas ! your power prolong her date. 
From whom so oft in these ini^iring shades. 
Or under Campden's moss-dad mountains hoar. 
You openM all your sacred store. 
Whatever your ancient sages taught. 
Your ancient bards sublimely thought. 
And bade her raptur'd breast with all your spirit 
glow ? 

VIII. 

Nor then did Pindus or Castalia's plain. 

Or Aganippe's fount your steps detain. 

Nor in the Thespian vallies did you play. 

Nor then on Mincio's * bank. 

Beset with osiers dank, 

Nor where Clitumnusf rolls his gentle stream, 

* The Mincio runs by Mantaa, the birth-place of Virgil. 

t The CUtwmiis is t river of Umbria, the residence of PropertiM. 
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Nor where thro' hanging woods 
Steep Anio* pours his floods. 
Nor yet where Melesf or Ilissus^ stray. 
Ill does it now beseem 
That of your guardian care berefty , 
To dire disease and deadi your darling should be 
left. 

IX. 

N6w What aVafls it ^at in early blooihiy 

When light fantastic toys 

Are all her sex's joys, 

Widi jfou she seardi'd the wit of Greece and Rom^ 

And all that in her latter days 

To emulate her ancient praise 

Italians ha^y genhis could produce ; 

Or what die Gallic fire 

Bright spariding could inspire. 

By all the Graces temper'd and refih'd; 

Or what in Britain's isle, 

Most favoured with youi* smiley 

The powers of Retison and of Fmcy join'd 

To fbll perfection have coiispir'd to raise I 

Ah ! what is now the use 

• The Aiilo rank tbrongii TiW, or Tivnli, wbei« Horace liiifi W 
▼ilia. 

t Tko Meles If t river of loni^^ from whence Hemer, sapposed tt 
be bom on iti btnks, it called Mele«jl|efflei. 

t The ninaf it a river at Aiheni. 

M 2 
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Of all tbese treasiues that enrichM her mind. 
To black oblivion's ^oom for ever now conagn^d f 

X. 

At least, ye Nine ! her spotless name 

Tis yours from death to save^ 

And in the temple of immortal fiune 

With golden characters her worth engrave. 

Come then, ye viigin asters ! come. 

And strew with choicest flowen her hallbw'd tomb ; 

But foremost tihou, in sable vestment dad. 

With accents sweet and sad. 

Thou, plaintive Muse ! whom o'er Us Laura's inn. 

Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn, 

O come ! and to this fairer Lauia pay 

A more impassioned tear, a more pathetic lay. 

XL 

Tell how each beauty of her mind and hce 

Was brighten'd by some sweet peculiar grace ! 

How eloquent in every look. 

Thro' her expressive eyes her soul distinctly spoke ! 

Tell how her manners, by the world refin'd. 

Left all the taint of modish vice behind, 

And made each charm of polish'd courts agre« 

With candid truth's simplicity. 

And uncorrupted innocence ! 
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Tell how to more tl^ui manly sense 

She joinM the softening influence 

Of more than female teod^mess ! 

How in the thoughtless days of wealth and joy. 

Which oft the care of others' good destroy^ 

Her kindly-melting heart. 

To ev'ry want and ev'ry woe. 

To guilt itself when in distress^ 

The balm of pity would imparl^ 

And all relief that bounty could bestow I 

Ev'n for the kid or lamb, that poui^d its life 

Beneath the bloody knife. 

Her gentle tears would fall, 

Tears from sweet virtue's source, benevolent to all ! 

XII. 

Not only good and kind. 

But strong and elevated was her mind ; 

A ^irit that with noble pride 

Could look superior down 

On fortune's smile or frown ; 

That could, without regret or pain. 

To virtue's lowest duty (Sacrifice, 

Or int'rest, or ambition's highest prize ; 

The iigur'd or oflended, never tiy'd 

Its dignity by vengeance to mamtain, 

But 1^ magnanimous disdain ; 
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A wh that tempentdy bi%iit. 
With iiM^feiisive ligbt^ 
All pfeasing ahoiie» nor cfer past 
The decent bounds that wuRkMnli sober hand. 
And sweet bcnevolcnoe'k nfld ooaunand, 
And bashful modesty before it cast; 
A |»iidenoe undeceiving, undeoeiv'dy 
Tliat nor too tittle nor too much belicT'd ; 
That scom'd unjust suspkion's coward fear. 
And without weakness Itnew to be smoere ! 
Such Lucy was when hi her fiurest days. 
Amidst th' acdaim of unifersal praise. 
In life's aii(d Tory's freshest bloom, 
Death came remorseless on, and sunk her to the 
tomb! 

xra. 

So where the silent streams of Lyris ^Me 
In the soft bosom of Campana's vale. 
When now the wintry tempests all are fled. 
And genial summer breathes her gentle gale. 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head. 
From ev'ry branch the balmy fiow'rets rise, 
On eVry bough the golden fruits are seen. 
With odours sweet it fills the smiling ddes. 
The wood-nymphs tend it, and th' Idalian queen ; 
But in the midst of all its blooming pride, 
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A sudden blast from Appenninns flows 
Cold with perpetud snows. 
The tender bl%hted plant dirinks up its leaves and 
dies. 

XIV. 

Arise, O Petrarch ! from th' Etysian bow'n. 

With nerer-fiiding myrtles twm'd, 

AndfragranV^aTrosialflowH 

Where to thy Laura thou again art joined. 

Arise, and hither bring the silver lyre, 

Ton'd by thy dkilfiil hand 

To the soft notes of elegant desire. 

With which o'er many a land 

Was spread the fame of thy disast'rous love ; 

To me resign«the vocal shell. 

And teach my sorrows to relate 

Their melancholy tale so well, 

As may ev'n things inanimate. 

Rough mountain oaks and desert rocks to {Mty move. 

XV. 

What were, alas ! thy woes compar'd to iidne ! 

To thee thy mistress ia^the blissful band 

Of Hymen never gave her hand ; 

The joys of wedded love were never thine. 

In thy domestic care 

She never bore a share, 
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Nor with endearing art 

Would heal thy wounded heart 

Of ev'ry secret grief that fester'd there : 

Nor did her fond affection on the bed 

Of sickness watch thee, and thy langnid head 

Whole nights on her unwearied arm sustaiUj^ 

And charm away the sense of pain : 

Nor did she crown your mutual flame 

With pledges dear, and with a lather's tender name. 

XVL 

O best of wives ! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgm charms 
Were yielded to my arms ! 
How can my soul ^dure the loss of thee ? 
How in the world, to me a desert grown. 
Abandoned and alone. 
Without my sweet companion can I live f 
Without thy lovely smile, 
The dear reward of eVry virtuous toil. 
What pleasures now can pall'd ambition give ? 
Ev'n the delightful sense of well-eam'd praise 
Unshared by thee no more my lifeless thoughts could 
raise. 

XVII. 

For my distracted mind 
What succour can I find ? 
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On whom for consolation shall I call ? 
Support me, ev'iy fiiend, 
Your kind assbtance lend 
To bear the weight of this oppressive woe. 
Alas ! each friend of mine. 
My dear departed love ! so much was thine. 
That none has any comfort to bestow. 
My books the best relief 
In ev'ry other grief, 
Are now with your idea sadden'd all : 
Each favorite author we together read. 
My tortur'd mem'ry wounds, and speaks of Lucy 
dead. 

XVIII. 

We were the happiest pair of humankmd, 

The rolling year its varying course perform'd 

And back retum*d again ; 

Another and another smiling came. 

And saw our hsq[)piness unchanged remain ; 

Still in her golden chain. 

Harmonious concord did our wishes bind, 

Our studies, pleasures, taste, the same. 

O fatal, fatal stroke ! 

That all this pleasing fabric love had rais'd 

Of rare felicity, 

On which ev^n wanton vice with envy gaz*d| 
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And ev*i7 scheme of bfiss our hearts had 

With soothing hope for many a fiitare day. 

In one sad moment hnke ! 

Yety O my soul ! tby rismg mnnnors stay. 

Nor dare th' all-wise Disposer to arraign, 

Or against his sopreme decree 

With impious grief complain. 

That all thy full-blown joys at once should fiule 

Was his most righteous will — and be diat willobej^d. 

XIX. 

Would tiiy fond love his grace to her control 

And in these low abodes of sin and pain 

Her pure exalted soul 

Unjustly for thy partial good detain ? 

No^rather strive thy groveling mind to raise 

Up to that unclouded blaze. 

That heavenly radiance of eternal lif^t. 

In which enthroned she now with pity sees 

How frail, how insecure, how slight. 

Is ev'ry mortal bliss ; 

Ev'n love itself, if rising by d^rees 

Beyond the bounds of thb imperfect stali^ 

Whose fleeting joys so so<mi must end. 

It does not to its sov'reign good ascend. 

Rise then, my soul ! with hope elate. 

And seek those regions of serene ddjght^ 



i 
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Whose peaceful path and ever-open gate 
No feet but those of harden'd guilt shall miss ; 
There death himself thy Lucy shall restore. 
There yidd up all his poVr, ne'er to divide you more. 



THE 

LAST DAY. 



YQUNC. 
Vtnilt summa diet. ^VIRGIL. 

fV HUE others sing the fortune of the great. 
Empire and arms, and all the pomp of state, 
I draw a deeper scene ; a scene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heaven over- 
thrown. 
And gasping nature's last tremendous groan ; 
Death's ancient sceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. 

This globe b for my verse a narrow bound ; 
Attend me, all ye glorious wprlds around ! 
O I all ye angels, howsoe'er di^oin'd. 
Of every various order, place, and kind. 
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Hev, wai aanrt a feeble aorfirs kvs; 
Tb joor Eiermmi Kimg I stzife to pnue. 

But cliieflj lliou. Great Rnlcr ! LoRBofdl! 
Befi»e idiose diroiie ardBDgeb prostnle fiB; 
If at tiiy nod, from disooni and from mglfaft, 
SpiaD^ beauty, and yoa lyarfcling woilds <tf ^^ 
Eiudt ev'n me ; all mwaid tamohs quefl; 
The clouds and daikness of anr miod dispd; 
To my great subject tboa my breast ioapir^ 
And raise my lab'rmg soul with equal fire. 

Man, bear tiiy brow aloft, Tiew ev'iy giaoe 
In God's great offipring, beauteous nature's faet; 
See springes gay bloom ; see golden autumn's store; 
See bow earth smiles, and hear old ocean roar. 
Here forests rise, the mountain's awfal pride ; 
Here rivers measure climes, and worlds divide ; 
There valleys, fraught with gold's resfdendent seeds, 
Hold kings' and kingdoms' fortunes in their beds ; 
There, to the skies, aspiring hills ascend. 
And into distant lands their shades extend. 
View cities, armies, fleets ; of fleets the pride. 
See Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride ; 
View the whole earth's vast landscape unconfin'd». 
Or view in Britain all her glories joined. 



I 
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Then let the firmament thy wonder raise ; 
Twill raise thy wonder, but transcend thy praise. 
How hx from east to west ? The lab'ring eye 
Can scarce the distant azure bounds descry : 
Wide theatre ! where tempests play at large. 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath dischaige. 
Mark how those radiant lamps inflame the pole. 
Call forth the seasons, and the year control ! 
They shine through time with an unalter'd ray. 
See this grand period rise, and that decay ! 
So vast, this world's a grain : yet myriads grace. 
With golden pomp, the throng*d ethereal space ; 
So bright with such a wealth of glory stor'd, 
Twere sin in heathens not to have ador*d. 

m 

How great, how firm, how sacred, all appears ! 
How worthy an immortal round of years ! 
Yet all must drop as autunm's sickliest grain^ 
And earth and firmament be sought in vain : 
The track forgot where constellations shone, 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne : 
Time shall be slam, all nature be destroyed. 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 

Sooner or later in some future date, 
(A dreadful secret in the book of fate !) 
This hour, for aught all human wisdom knows, 
Or when ten thousand harvests more have rose ; 
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When scenes are chang'd on this levul f n^ cii^ 
Old empires £dl, and give new em pire s birtli; 
While the still busy woild b treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thousand yens befac, 
Thoughtless as those who now life's uuatMnm, 
Of earth dissolv'd, or an eifingwished son : 
(Ye sublunary worlds, awake, awake ! 
Ye rulers of the nations, hear and shake!) 
Hiick clouds of dai^ness shall arise on dagr^ 
In sudden night all earth's dominions lay ; 
Impetuous winds the scattered forests tend ; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars bend; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar. 
And break the bondage of his wonted shore ; 
A saoguioe stain the silver moon o'erq^read ; 
Darkness the circle of the sun invade ; 
From inmost heaven incessant thunders roll. 
And the strong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lo ! a mighty trump, one half conoeal'd 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd. 
Shall pour a dreadful note : the piercings call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball ; 
Th* extended circuit of creation shake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

O powerful blast ! to which no equal sound 
Did e'er the frighted ear of nature wound. 



261 

ThcMigh rival darious have been strain'd on high^ 
And kindled wars immortal through the sky, 
Though God's whole engin'ry discharg'd, and all 
The rebd angels telloVd m their fall. 

Have angels sinn'd ! and shall not man beware ? 
Ifow shall a son of earth decline the snare ? 
Not folded arms, and slackness of the mind. 
Can promise for the safety of mankind : 
None are sujonely good : through care and pain. 
And various arts the steq> ascent we gain. 
TUs is the scene of combat, not of rest, 
Man's b laborious happiness at best ; 
On this side death his dangers never cease. 
His joys are joys of conquest, not of peace* 

If then obsequious to the wfll of fate. 
And bendiiig to the terms of human state, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty smiles, or grandeur ^reads her 

charms, 
The consdous soul would this great scene display, 
Call down th' immortal hosts in dread array. 
The trumpet sound, the christian banner spread. 
And raise from alent graves the trembling dead ; 
Such deep impression would the picture make. 
No power on earth her firm resolve could Aake ; 




S62 

Engaged with angels she would greatly stand, 
And look regardless down on sea and land ; 
Nor proiier'd worlds her ardour could restrain. 
And Death might shake his threat* ning lance in vaial 
Her certain conquest would endear the sight. 
And danger serve but to exalt delight. 

Instructed thus to shun the fatal spring. 
Whence flow the terrors of that ifoy, I shig : 
More boldly we our labours may pursue^ 
And all the dreadful image set to view. 

Ah, mournful sight ! the blissful earth, who late 
At leisure on her axle rollM in state : 
While thousand golden planets knew no rest. 
Still onward in their circUng journey pressed; 
A grateful change of seasons, some to bring. 
And sweet vicissitude of fall and ^rmg : 
Some through vast oceans to conduct the keel^ 
And some those waf ry worlds to sink or swell : 
Around her some their splendours to display. 
And gild her globe with tributary day; 
This world so great, of joy the bright abode. 
Heaven's darling child, and favorite of her GoB, 
Now looks an exile from her fiither's care^ 
Deliver'd o'er to darkness and despair. 
No sun in radiant glory shines on high ; 
No light but from the terrors of the sky : 
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Fil ^re her mountains, her fkm'd rivers lost, 

i all into a second chaos toss'd, 

e universal ruin spreads abroad ; 

thing is safe beneath the throne of GoD. 

Such, earthy thy fate : what then canst thou afford 
comfort, and support, thy guilty lord ? 
in, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
m must he bend his soul's ambition down ? 
Mtrate the reptile own, and disavow 
) boasted stature, and assuming brow ? 
dm kindred with the clay, and curse his form, 
at sp^s distinction from his sister-worm ? 
lat dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! 
»BD, why dost thou forsake whom thou hast made ? 
[lo can sustain thy anger ? who can stand 
Death the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 
flies the reach of thought : O save me. Power 
' powers supreme, in that tremendous hour ! 
Mm, who beneath the frown of fate hast stood, 
id in thy dreadful agony sweat blood ; 
MMf, who for me, through ev^ry throbbing vein; 
1st felt the keenest edge of mortal pain ; 
horn Death led captive thro' the realms below, 
id taught those horrid mysteries of woe : 
sfend me, O my GoB ! O save me. Power 
Tpowers si^^reme in that tremendous hour ! 



i 
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From east to west tbey fly, from pole to 
Imploriug shelter from the wrath dhioe ; 
Beg flames to wrap^ or whebniog seas to 
Or rocks to yawn compasskmatdj deep : 
Seas cast the monster forth to meet ius 
And rocks but prison up for wrath to 



So fares a traitor to an earthly crown ; 
While death sits threat'ning in Ins prince's fiawB» 
His heart's dismay'd ; and now his fean 
To change hb native for a distant land : 
Swift orden 6y, the king^s severe decree 
Stauds m the channel, and locks up the 
Tlie port he seeks, obedient to her lord. 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted sword. 

But why this idle toil to paint thai day f 
Thb time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all m vain pant after the distress, 
Tlie lieight of eloquoice would make it less ; 
Heavei»! how the jpoocf man trembles !^— 

And is there a Last Dayl and must there come 
A sure, a fix'd, iuexorable doom? 
Ambition swell, and thy proud sails to sbow^ 
Take all the winds that vanity am blow ; 
Wealth on a golden mountain bhunng standi 
And reach an India forth in either hmid ; 
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Spread all thy purple clusters, tempting vine, 
And thou more dreaded foe> bright beauty shine* 
Shine all ; in all your charms tpgether rise ; 
That all, in all your charms, I may despise ; 
Wink I mount upward on a strong desire, 
Borne, \ike £lijah| in a car of fire. 

in hopes of glory to be quite inyolv'd. 
To smile at Death, toe long to be dissdy'd ; 
From our decays a pleasure to receive. 
And kindle into transport at a grave ; 
What equals this 1 And shall the victor now 
Boast Uie proud laurels on his loaded brow? 
Religion ! O thou cherub^ 4ieavenly bri^t ! 
O joys unmix'd, and fathomless deh'ght ! 
Thou, thou art all ; nor find I in the wh<^e 
Creation aught but 6oD and my own soul. 

For ever then, my soul, thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praise thee more, 
ShaU things iuammate my conduct blame. 
And flush my conscious cheek with spreading shame ! 
They all for htm pursue, x>r quit> their end ; 
The mounting flames their burning pow*r su^)end; 
In solkL heaps th' unfrozen billows stand, 
Te rest and silence aw'd by his command : 
Nay, the dire monsters that infest the flood. 
By nature dreadful, and athirst for blood, 

N 
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His will GtB ceha, their tsvage teoipen Uad, 
And tnrn to oiBd protecton of maniuiid. 
Did not the prophet this great tnith nuintain 
In the deep ehaaribers of the ^oooy main ; 
When darknen roiHMl him aU her honon spread. 
And the loud ocean bdlow'd o'er Us head f 

When now the tfaiuMler roars, the ligbteiBg iie% 
And all the warriag winds tttmultiioiis rise ; 
When now the feaming surges tost on high. 
Disclose the ssmds beneath, and tooch the sky; 
When death draws near, the numners aghast, 
Look hmck witli terror on their actions paat : 
Their ooHrage sicteis into deep diasQay, 
Their hearts throogh fear and angiush, mdt away ; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, the tempest can appease : 
Now they devote their treasure to the seas ; 
Unload their sliatter'd bark, tho' richly fraught^ 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold : but, O ! the storm so high ! 
Nor gems, nor gold, the hopes of life can buy. 

The trembliog prophet then^, themselfies to s«ve. 
They headlong phinge into the briny wave : 
Down he descends, and booming o'er his heaid* 
The billows dose, he's numbered with the dead, 
(Hear, O ye just ! attend, ye virtuous few ; 
And the bright paths of piety pursue I) 
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Lo ! Ite great Rider «rtlie world M kigk 
Looks fjBiiiiigadowii wilh a propitious «ye^ 
Covers his seinpaol iMth fais graeious liaody 
And bids teaipertoous lutere sflcnt Jlaod : 
Commands the peaceful waitere to give place. 
Or kkidly fold him an a Mft erahraoe ; 
He biidlesin Ihe aiooflleia of the deep. 
The bridled moast^w awful distanoekeep : 
Forget their hunger, while they view theu- prey ; . 
Afid gnaltless gaae, and royad the stranger play. 

But still arise new wonders; nature's LoRP 
Sends forth into^tfae deep bis powerful word ; 
And calls the grf»^ Leviathan : Ibe great 
Leviathan attends la all bis state; 
Exults for jofy, and with a laigb^ bound 
Makestheseashake»and.heavenand earthresouud ; 
Blackens the water with the rising sand^ 
And drives vast bfllows to the distant land. 

As yawns an eartiiquake when imprisoa'd air 
Struggles for vent, and l^s the centre bare. 
The whale expands bis jaws' enormous siae. 
The prophet views the cavern with surprise ; 
Measures bis monstrous teeth 9A1 descry'd. 
And roUs his wand'riag eyes frcmi side to tide : 
Then takes possessico ^Ihe spacious seat. 
And sails seeing v^fhin the dark retreat. 
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Now 18 he pleas'd the northern Uast to heai; 
And haiigs on liquid mountains^ void of fear ; 
Or falls immers'd mto the depths hdow. 
Where the dead silent waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills ccmvey'dy 
Dwells in the shelving mountam s dreadful shade : 
Where plununet never reach'd, he draws hb breath. 
And g^es serenely through the paths of death*' 

Two wondrous days and nights thro' coral giove% 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and sands he roves : 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountain gOds, and on the billows |^y^ 
It sees the king of waters rise, and pour 
Hb sacred guest unmjur*d on the shore : 
A type of that great blessing, which the muse^ 
In her next hibour ardently pursues. 

Now man awakes, and from his silent bed» 
Where he has slept for ages, lifts his head ; 
Shakes off the slumber of ten thousand yean» 
And on the borders of new worlds appears* 

Again the trumpet's intermitted sound 
RoUs the wide circuit of creation round. 
An universal concourse to prepare 
Of all that ever breath*d die vital air; 
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In some wide field, which active whirlwinds sweep. 
Drive cities, forests, mountains to the de^, 
To smooth,and lengthen out th' unbounded spaoe, 
And spread an area for all human race. 

Now monuments prove faithful to their trust. 
And render back their long-committed dust. 
Now chaniels rattle : scattered limbs and all 
The various bones, obsequious to the call, 
Self-moVd, advance ; the neck perhaps to meet . 
The distant head ; the distant legs the feet. 
Dreadful to .view, see, through the dusky sky 
Fragments of bodies in confusion fly. 
To distant regions, journeying there to claim 
Deserted members, and complete the frame. 

So swarming bees that on a summer's day. 
In airy rings, and wild meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen sound, their wand'iiogs 

end. 
And, gently circling, on a bough descend. 

The body thus renew'd, the conscious soul. 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole. 
Or midst the burning planets wond'ring stray'd. 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpse was laid : 
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Or ntlMr eowfed on krr ted itat«. 

And fear'd, or wish'd for, iKripi^oated iM^ 

TUf torirehmiii^withfl eoMsttnt flaac, 

Kow weds for ever her lUMortal fiane. 

Life, which ran down before, so high is woimdy 

The ^NTings HniHtaki as efcrl 



That ancieiity aacied, and Sustrioiis dcm^. 
Where, soon or hte, hk AHmoi^s heroes ccMM, 
From camps and ooarts, tho' great, or wiM, oijmf^ 
To feed the worm, and modder into d«t ; 
That soleaui nnsion of Hie rojai dead, 
Where passing sbites o'er sleeping iMiBafcfattMHl; 
Now populous overflows : a mm'mm i»c« 
Of rising kings fill all th' extended spttee : 
A life well spent, not the victorious sword. 
Awards the crown, and styles the gfeato* lotd. 

Nor monuments alone, and burhri eartl^ 
Labours with man to this his second iMth ; 
But where gay palaces m pomp arise^ 
And gilded theatres invade the skies. 
Nations shall wake, whose imrespeeted bonai 
Support the pride of their Inxurious sona. 
The most magnificent and costly dom9 
b but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

• WcstmiMtcr Abbif . 
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No ^t on earth but has siyply'd a grafe. 
And huHiaa scuUs the flfwcious ocean pa^. 
AU's full of mau ; and at this dreadful turn. 
The swarm shall isMie, and the hive shadl bum. 

Not all at onee» nor in like manner ihb: 
Some lift with pain their slow uuwilliDg egfct; 
JShrink backward from the terror of the light, 
And bless the grave^ and call for lasting oight. 
Others, whose long attempted virtue stood, 
Fix'd as a rock, aad broke the rushing flooc^ 
Whose firm resolve, nor beaaty cohU a^lt dow% 
Nor ragmg tyrants from their posture frown ; 
Such, in this day of horrors, shall be seen 
To face the thunders with a godlike mien; 
The planets drop, their thoughto are fis'd ai>ove ; 
The centre shakes, their hearts disdain to mofe; 
And earth dissolving, and a heaven throvm wide^ 
A yawning gulf, and fiends on ev'rj skte. 
Serene they ww, impatient of deby. 
And bless the dawn of everlastii^ day. 



Indulgent God ! O how shall mortal 
His soul to due returns of graceful praise. 
For bounty so profuse to humankind. 
Thy wondrous gift of an eternal mind f 
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Shall I, who some few yean ago was less 
Than worm, or mite, or shadow can express^ 
Was nothing ; shall I live, when ey'iy fire 
Of ev'ry star shall languish and expire } 
When earth's no more, shall I survive above. 
And through the radiant files of angels move } 
Or, as before the throne of Goi> 1 stand. 
See new worids rolling fipon his spacious hand^ 
Where our adventures diall perhtqis be taught^ 
As we now tell how Michael sung or foogfat ^ 
All that has being in fiiU concert join. 
And celebrate the depths oilave dimnel 

But, O ! before this blissfiil state, before 
Th' aspiring soul this wondrous height can soar» 
The Judge descending, thunders from afar. 
And all mankind is summon'd to the bar. 
Fiction be fiu* away ; let no machine 
Descending here, no sable god, be seen ; 
Behold the God of gods indeed descend^ 
And worlds unnumbered his approach attend \ 

Lo ! the wide theatre, whose ample space 
Must entertain tlie M'hole of human race. 
At Heaven's all-powerful edict b prepared, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guanL 
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Tribes, provinces, dominions^ worlds, overflow 
The mighty plain^ and deluge all below : 
And ev'ry age, and nation pours along, 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in tlie throng : 
Adam salutes his youngest son : no sign 
Of all those ages, which their births disjoin. 

How empty learning, and how vain is art. 
But as it mends the hfe and guides the heart ! 
What volumes have been swell*d, what time been 

spent, 
To fix a hero's birth-day, or descent ! 
What joy must it now yield, what rapture raise^ 
To see the glorious race of ancient days ! 
To greet those worthies, who perhaps have stood 
Illustrious OH record before the flood ! 
Alas ! a nearer care your souls demands, 
Caesar un-noted in your presence stands. 

How vast the concourse ! not in number more 
The waves that break on the resounding shore. 
The leaves that tremble in the shady grove. 
The lamps that gild the spangled vaults above: 
Those overwhelming armies, whose command 
Sold to one empire, fall; another stand : 
Whose rear lay wrapt in night,. while breaking dawn 
Rous'd the broad front, and caird the battle on; 

N 2 
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Oieat Xenet' worid in snM, proud CaiiDK*s 6M 
Where Carthage taught victorioiB Heme to yield ; 
Inunortal Blenhemiy ftin'd Ramillia's host; 
They all are here, and here they all are lost : 
Their miUions swdl to be diseeni'd in ndn. 
Lost as a billow in th' nobounded man. 

T%is echoing ^oioe new rends the yielding nkf 
Farjudgwuntfjudgmeuif satu of men prepmre ! 
Earth shakes anew ; I hear her groans pvofiNuid ; 
And hell through all her trembling realms resound. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greatest Pow'r of eardiy 
Blest with most equal {Janets at thy birth ; 
Whose valour drew the most successful sword, 
Most realms united in one common lord ; 
Who, on the day of triumph, saidst, be thine 
The skies, Jehovah, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye. — Alas ! my muse. 
How art thou lost ! What numbers canst thou 
choose? 

A sudden blush inflames the waving sky. 
And now the crimson curtains open fly ; 
Lo ! far within, and far above all he^t. 
Where heaven's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds of 
light. 
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Whence nature he informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works survey. 
Creates, supports, confounds! Where ftin«andjp2i0r» 
Matter f and /orm, and /orfuitf, life^ and grme^ 
Wait humbly at the footstool of their God, 
And move obedient to his awfol nod ; 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-suspended ball : 
(Speck of creation !) if he pour one breath. 
The bubble breaks, and 'tis eternal death. 

Thence issuing I behold, (but mortal sight 
Sustains not such a rushing sea of light !) 
1 see, on an empyreal flying throne 
Sublimely raisM, Heaven's Everlasting Son ; . 
Crown'd with that majesty that formed the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
Virtue J dominion^ praise, omnipotence^ 
Support the train of their triumphant Prince. 
A zone beyond the thought of angeb bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its lig^t. 
Night shades the solemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er serene, he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect to And a paradise ; 
But if resentment reddens their mild beams. 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
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Od one hand, kn^wleigt rinoes in purest light; 
On one, the Mrord ^ju$tkt^ fiercely bright. 
Nmf bend the knee in sport, present tbe reed ; 
ASmt tell the soouig'd impostor he shall Meed ! 

Thus glorious^thro' the oonrtsof heaven, the source 
Of life and death eternal bends his course ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play ^ 
Th' angelic host is ranged in bright array : 
Some touch the string, some strike the sounding shell. 
And mmgling voices in rich concert swell : 
Voices seraphic ; blest with such a strain,. 
Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 

Triumphant King of Glory ! Soul of bliss ! 
What a stupendous turn of fate b this ! 
O ! whither art thou rais'd- above the scorn- 
And indigence of him iu Bethlem b<^ ; 
A needless, helpless, unaccounted guest, 
And but a second to the fodder'd beast ? 
How chang'd from him who meekly prostrate laid, 
Vouchs;if 'd to ^-ash the feet himself had made ? 
From him who was betray 'd, forsook, deny*d, 
Wept, languish'd, pray'd, bled, thirsted, groan'd, and 

dy'd; 
Hung pierc'd and bare, insulted by the foc^ 
Att heavn m tears above, earth unconceni'd bdow ! 
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And was't enough to bid the sun retire i 
Why did not nature at thy groan expire ? 
I see, I hear, I feel the pangs divine ; 
The world is vanished — I am wholly thine. 

Mistaken Caiaphas ! All ! which blasphem'd ? 
Thou or thy prisoner : which shall be condemned f 
Well might'st thou rend thy garments, well exclaim. 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 
But God is good ! ^tis wondrous all ! Ev'n lie 
Thou gav'st to death, shame, torture, dy*d for thee. 

Now the descending triumph stops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condensed, two columns raise^ 
Dbtinct with orient veins, and golden blase. 
One flx'd on earth, and one in sea, and round 
Its ample foot the swelling billows sound. 
These an immeasurable arch support, 
The grand tribunal of this ^wful court. 
Sheets of bright azure, from the purest sky. 
Stream from the crystal arch, and round the c<k 

lumns fly. 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the bases lies, 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthroned, th* Eternal Judge is plac'd^ 
With all the grandeur of the Godhead grac'd ; 
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Stars on His robes in beanteons order meet. 
And the sun bums beneath His awful feet 

Now an archangel, eminently bright. 
From off his silver staff of wondrous height 
Unfurb the Christian flag, which waving flies. 
And shuts and opens more than half the skies. 
The Cross so strong a red, it sheds a stain 
Where'er it floats, on earth, and air, and main : 
Flushes the hill, and sets on fire the wood. 
And turns the deep-d/d ocean into blood. 

O formidable Glory I dreadful bright ! - 
Refulgent torture to the guilty sight. 
Ah, turn, unwary Muse, nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the sun shrink in his beam) 
Dare not affirm they wish it all a dream ; 
Wish, or their souls may with their limbs decay. 
Or God be spoil'd of His eternal sway. 
But rather, if thou know'st the means, unfold 
How they with transport might the scene behold. 

Ah, how ! but by repentance, by a mind 
Quick and severe its own offence to find I 
By tears, and groans, and never-ceasing care, 
And all the pious violence of prayV ? 
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TIius then with fervency till now ui^owBy 
I cast my heart hefore th' eternal throne. 
In this great temple, which the skies sorround. 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound. 

<< O Thou ! whose balance does the mountains 
" weigh, 
" Whose will the wild tumultuous seas obey, 
^' Whose breath can turn those wat'ry worids to 

*^ flame, 
** That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame ; 
'^ Earth's meanest son, all trembling prostrate falls, 
'^ And on the bounty of thy goodness calls. 

^' O give the winds all past oflence to sweq>, 
^' To scatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
*' Thy power, my weakness, may I ever see, 
*^ And wholly dedicate my soul to thee ! 
" Reign o>r my will ; my pasaons ebb and flow, 
^ At thy command, nor human motive know. 
** If anger boil, let anger be my praise, 
** And sin the graceful indignation raise. 
*' My love be warm to succour the distressed, 
'* And lift the burden from the soul oppressed. 

^ O may my understanding efer read 
^' This glorious volume, which thy wisdom made ! 







280 

'* Who decks the maiden Spring with flowery pride ? 
Who calls forth Summer, like a sparkling bride } 
Wlio joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown, 
** And bids old Winter lay her honours down? 
** Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
'< Not Europe's arbitress of peace or w^r. 
** May sea and land, and earth and heav'n bejoin'd, 
^' To bring th' Eternal Author to my mind ! 
** When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
*' May thoughts of thy dread vengeance shake my 

" soul ! 
*' When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly shine^ 
*^ Adore, my heart, the Majesty Divine. 

" Thro' ev*ry scene of life, or peace, or war, 
" Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care ! 
*' Shiue we in arms ? or sing beneath our vine } 
*^ Thine is the vintage and the conquest thine : 
'' Thy pleasure points the bhaft, and bends the bow . 
*^ The clusters blasts, or bids it brightly glow ; 
" Tis thou that leadst our powerful armies forth, 
** And giv'st great Anne thy sceptre o*er the north* 

'* Grant I may ever at the morning ray, 
" Open with prayr the consecrated day : 
<' Tune thy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 
^* And with the mounting sun ascend the skies ; 
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" As th^t advances, let my zeal improve, 
'* And glow with ardour of consummate love : 
" Nor cease at eve, but with the setting sun 
** My endless worship shall be still begun. 

" And, O ! permit the gloom of solemn night 
•* To sacred thought may forcibly invite. 
** When this world's shut, and awful planets rise, 
** Call on our mmds, and raise them to the skies ; 
*^ Compose our souls with a less dazzling sight, 
** And shew all nature in a milder light ; 
** How ev'ry boist'rous thought in calm subsides ! 
*' How the smoothed spuit into goodness glides ! 
^* O how divine ! to tread the milky way 
" To the bright palace of the Lord of Day ! 
'' His court admire, or for his favour sue, 
** Or leagues of friendship with his saints renew ; 
** Pleas'd to look down, and see the world asleep, 
*' While I long vigils to its Founder keep i 

*' Canst thou not shake the centre ; O control^ 
*' Subdue by force, the rebel in my soul ! 
'' Thou who canst still the raging of the flood, 
*^ Restrain the various tumults of my blood ; 
<' Teach me with equal firmness to sustain 
^* Alluring pleasure, and assaulting pain : 
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** O may I pmit f<Hr ihtt in cadi desiie ! 

** And with strong £uth foment the holy fire ! 

** Stretch out my soul b hope, and gamp the frnt, 

** Which in Eternity's deep bosom lies! 

*' At the great day of recompense behold. 

Devoid of fear, the fatal hook unMd ! 

Then wafted upward to the blisafiil scat, 
^ Fh>m age to age ray grateful song repeat ; 
** My l%ht, my life, my GoD, my Samury see, 
** And rival angels in the praise of thee.'' 

Ten thousand trumpets 11010 at onee advance; 
AW deepest silence lulls the vast expanse : 
So deep the silence, and so strong the blast, 
As nature dy'd, when she had groan'd her last 
Nor man, nor angel moves ! the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fiHs the sky: 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays. 
Which high to view supportii^ seraphs raise; 
In solemn form the rituab are prepared. 
The seal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my soul, (O fall to sudden pray'r. 
And let the thought sink deep !) shalt thou be dieie? 

See on the left (for by the great command 
The throng divided fiEiUs on cither hand,) 
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How weak, how pale, how hagged, how ofeteeae^ 
What tnofe than death ia tv'rj fece and mien ? 
With what distress, and glarings of aftr^;ht. 
They shoek the heart, and tarn away the sight ! 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls rdl, 
And tell the horrid secrets of the sool. 
Each gesture moums» each look is black with care. 
And ev'ry groa. is laden with despair. 
Reader, if guilty, spare the muse, and find 
A truer image pictur*d in thy mind^ 



Shouldst thou behold thy brother, father, 
And all the soft companions of thy life ; 
Whose blended interest levell'd at one aim, 
Whose mix'd desires sent up one common flame. 
Divided far; thy wretched self alone 
Cast on the left of all whom thou hast known ; 
How would it wound ? what millions would'st thou 
For one more trial, one day more to live ! [give 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's space. 
To grasp with eagerness the means a( grace : 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage. 
And in that moment to redeem an age ! 
Drive back the tide, suspend a storm in air. 
Arrest the sun ; but still of this despair. 

Mark on the right, how amiable a grace! 
Their Maker's image fresh in ev'ry face! 
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What purple bloom my ravish'd soid 

Ami their eyes sparkliug with immortal 

Triumphant beauty ! charms that ri 

This world, and in blest angels kiodle lo>«e ! 

To the Great Judge with holy joy they tuB, 

And dare behold th' Almighty's ai^er bom ! 

Its flash sustain, against its terror rise. 

And on tlie dread tribunal fix their eye^ 

Are tlicse the forms that raoulder'd in tlie dost? 

O the transcendent glory of the just ! 

Since Adam's family, from first to lasl^ 
Now into one distinct survey b cast ; 
Look round, vainglorious mus^ and yoo whoe'er 
Devote yourselves to fame, and think her hk ; 
Look round, and seek the lights of human 
Whose shining acts time's brightest annak 
Who founded sects; crowns conquer'd or resign'd; 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd ; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountains low ; 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow ; 
Who with vast fleets, as with a mighty chain. 
Could bind the madness of the roaring main : 
All lost, all undistinguished, no where found. 
How will this truth in Bourbon s palace sound ? 

Such is the scene, and one short moments spact 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human nee. 
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Proceed who dares ! I tremble as I write ; 

The whole creation swims before my sight ; 

I see, I see, the Judge's frowning brow ; 

Say not, 'tis distant ; I behold it now : 

I feint, my tardy blood forgets to flow. 

My soul recoils at the stupendous woe ; 

That woe, those pangs which from the guilty breast. 

In these, or words Uke these, shall be expressM. 

" Who burst the barriers of my peaceful grave F 
** Ah, cruel Death ! that would no longer save, 
'^ But grudg'd me e'en that narrow dark abode,, 
*' And cast me out into the wrath of God ; 
^rWhere shrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling 

" chain, 
**^ And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
^* Our only song ; black fire's mahgnant light, 
*' The sole refreshment of the blasted sight 

*' Must all those pow'rs Heav'n gave me to supply 
My soul with pleasure, and bring in my joy. 
Rise up in arms against me, join the foe, 
** Sense, reason^ memory, increase my woe? 
And shall my voice ordain'd on hyman to dweUi 
Corrupt to groans,and blow the fires of hell f 
^ O ! must I look with terror on my gain, 
<* And with exUtence only measure pain ? 
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'* What ! B» reprieve, no ieart iadidgcnee gnr*!!, 
No beam of lM>pe from «iy poinl of Heaven ! 
'' A)l mercy ! meicy ! art thou dead aboimef 
'* Is love extJagyJahM io tbe Source of Love } 

" Bold that I amy did Heaven stoop down ta 
heU? 
*' Th' expiring Lord of life my ransom seal } 
^ Have I not been industrious to provoke } 
** From his embraces obstinately broke ? 
** Pursu'd and panted for his mortal hate, 
** Eam'd my .destruction, laboured out my fate ? 
^' And dare 1 on extinguish'd love exclaim ? 
^* Take, take, full vengeance, rouse the slack'niog 

'< flame ; 
** Just is my lot — but, O ! must it transcend 
'^ The reach of time, despsii a distant end ? 
*^ With dreadful growth, shoot forward, and arise, 
<< Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies! 

*' Never! where faUs the soul at that dread sound } 
<< Down an abyss how dark, and how profound! 
*< Down, down, (I still am ^ling, horrid pain !) 
'' Ten thousand, thousand fathoms still remain f 
*^ My plunge but still begun— and this for sin? 
^ Could I offend if I had never been, 
'' But still increas'd the senseless happy mass, 
" Flow'd in the stream, or sfaiver'd in the grassf 
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** Father of mercies ! why from silent earth 
** Didst thou awake, and curse me into birth ; 
^* Tear me from quiet, ravish me fit>m night, 
'* And make a thankless present of thy light ? 
^* Push into being a reverse of thee, 
** And animate a clod with misery ? 

<< The beasts are hajipy, they come forth, and keep 
** Short watch on earth, and then lie down to sleeps 
^' Pain is for man ; and, O I how vast a pain 
** For crimes which made the Godhead bleed ia 

** vain! 
'^ AnnullM his groans as far as in them lay, 
** And flung his agonies and death away ! 
** As our dire punishment for ever stroQg, 
** Our constitution too for ever young, 
** Curst with returns of vigour still the same;, 
** Powerful to bear and satisfy the flame ; 
** Still to be caught, and stfll to be punu'd ! 
** To perish still, and still to be renew'd ! 

** Thou, who canst toss the planets to and fro^ 
** Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe ; 
^' Crush worlds ; in hotter flames iall'n ai^[els lay ; 
^' On me Almighty wrath is cast away. 
** Call back thy thunders. Lord, hold in thy rage, 
^ Nor with a speck of wretchedness engage : 
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*' Foi^get me quite, nor stoop a worm to blame ; 
** But lose me io the greatness of thy name. 
** Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 
*' And sliall I make those glories cease to shine i 
** Shall sinful man grow great by his offence, 
'^ And from its course turn back Oomipotence I 

*' Forbid it ! and O grant, Great God, at least 
«< This one, this slender, almost no request : 
«< When I have wept a thousand lives away, 
*' When torment u grown weary of his prey, 
** When I have rav'd ten thousand years in fire, 
** Ten thousand thousands, let me tlien exjnre I 

Deep anguish! but too late! the hopeless soul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool. 
Though loth, and ever loud blaspheming, owns 
He's justly doom'd to pour eternal groans ; 
£nclos*d with horrors, and transfixed with pam. 
Rolling in vengeance, struggling with his cham ; 
To talk to fiery tempests ; to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er ; 
To toss, to writhe, to pant beneath his load. 
And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move. 
To take possession of their thrones above ; 
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Satan's accursM desertion to sup|^y» 

And fill the vacant sitations of the tky ; 

Again to kindle long-extinguish'd rays. 

And with new lights dilate the heavenly blaze; 

To crop the roses of immortal youth, 

And drink the fountain-head of sacred truth ; 

To swim m seas of bliss, to strike the strings 

And lift their voice to their Almighty King ; 

To lose eternity in grateful lays; 

And fill heaven's wide circumference with praist^ 

But I attempt the wondrous height in vaiiii. 
And leave unfinished the too lofty strain ; 
What boldly I begm, let others end ; 
My strength exhausted, fainting I descendt 
And choose a less, but no ignoble theme. 
Dissolving elements, and worlds, in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour is oome, 
And nature shrinks at her approaching doom ; 
Loud peals of thunder give the sign, and all 
Heaven's terrors in array surroimd the ball : 
Sharp lightnings witJi the meteor's blaze con^Mre, 
And, darted downward, set the world (m tire ; 
Black rising clouds the thicken'd ether choke, 
And spiry flames dart thro' the rolling smok«. 
With keen vibrations cut the sullen night. 
And strike the darkened sky with dreadfiil light ; 
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From heaven^s fcfvar regimw, with- immortal forces 
Angeb drive on the wind's impetuoos coaree, 
T' enrage the flame : it spreads, it soars on Ugfa^ 
Swells in the storm and hiilowsthrou^the^ky : 
Here winding pyramids of fire ascend. 
Cities and deserts, in one ruin blend ; 
Here blazing volumes wafted overwhelm 
The spacious face of a far distant realm ; 
There, undermin'd, down rush eternal hills. 
The neighboring vale the vast destruction fills. 



Hear^st thou that dreadful crack? that soond 
which broke 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre shook ? 
What wonders must that groan of nature tell ! 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell ; 
Which seem'd above the reach of fate to stand, 
A tow'ring monument of God's right-hand : 
Now dust and smoke, whose brow so lately spread 
O'er sheltered countries its diflusive shade. 

Shew me the celebrated spot, where all 
The various rulers of the sever'd ball 
Have humbly sought wealth, honour, and redress, 
That land which heaven seem'd diligent to bless^ 
Once call'd Britannia : can her glories end ? 
And can't surrounding seas her realm defend? 
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Alas! in flames behold surrounding seas; 
Like oil, their waters but augment their blaze. 

Some angel say, Where ran proud Asia's bound ^ 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crowned f 
Where stretch'd waste Lybia ? Where did India's 

store 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 
Each lost in each their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all dissolv'd, one fiery deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 
And a full period of ambition fiud. 

And now whatever or swims, or walks, or flies, 
Inhabitants of sea, or earth, or skies ; 
All on whom Adam's wisdom fixM a name. 
All plunge and perish in the conq'ring flame. 

This globe alone would but defraud the fire. 
Starve its devouring rage ; the flakes aspire, 
And catch the clouds, and make the heavens ifneir 

prey; 
The sun, the moon, the stars, all melt away : 
All, all is lost ; no monument, no sign. 
Where once so proudly blaz*d the gay machiiie. 
So bubbles on the foaming stream expire, 
So sparks that scatter from the kindling fire; 



I 



292 

The devattatious of one dreadfiil hour. 

The Great Creatcnr's six days work devour ; 

A mighty^ mighty ruin ! yet one saui 

Has more to boast, and far outweighs the whok; 

Exalted in superior exceUenoe, 

Casts down to nothing, such a vast expense. 

Have ye not seen th' eternal mountains nod. 

An earth dissolving, a descending Gk>D ? 

What strange surprises through all nature tan ! 

For whom these revolutions^ but for man I 

For him. Omnipotence new measures takes, 

For him, through all eternity awakes ; 

Pours on him gifts sufficient to supply 

Heaven's loss, and with fresh glories fill the sky. 

Think deeply then, O man ! how great thou art, 
Pay thyself homage with a trembling heart ; 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect. 
Slighting thyself, affront not God's respect. 
Enter the sacred temple of thy breast. 
And gaze, and wander there, a ravish'd guest ; 
Gaze on those hidden treasures thou shalt find. 
Wander through all the glories of thy mind, 
Of perfect knowledge, see the dawning light 
Foretels a moon most exquisitely bright I 
Here, springs of endless joy are breaking forth ! 
There buds the promise of celestial worth I 
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Worth, which must ripen in a happier clime. 
And brighter swi, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou^ minor, canst not guess thy vast estate. 
What stores on foreign coasts thy landing wait : 
Lose not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod ; 
Thus glad all heaven, and please that bounteous 

God, 
Who, to light thee to pleasures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the sky : 
That service done, its beams shall fade aWay, 
And God shine forth in one Eternal Day. 



THE 

INSTITUTION AND SOLEMNITY 

OP 

THE SABBATH. 

MILTON. 

And now on earth the seventh 
Evening arose in Eden, for the sun 
Was set, and twilight from the east came oo^ 
Forerunning night ; when on the holy moimt 
Of heaven's high-seated top, th' imperial thront 
Qf Godhead, iix'd for ever firm and sme, 



I 



S94 

Tbe Filkl Power arrived, and sat him down 

With his great Father, for he also went 

Invisible, yet stayed, (such privilege 

Hath Omnqpresenoe) and the work ordam'd. 

Author and end of all things, and from work 

Now resting, bless'd and hallow'd the seventh day. 

As resting on that day from all his work. 

But not in silence holy kept ; the haip 

Had work and rested not ; the solemn fHpe, 

And dulcimer, all organs of sweet slop. 

All sounds on fret by string or golden wire 

Tempered sofi tunings, intermixM vrith Toice 

Choral or unison : of incense, clouds 

Fuming from golden censors hid the mount. 

Creation and the six days acts they sung. 

Great are thy works, Jehovah, infinite 

Thy pow*r; what thought can measure thee, or 

tongue 
Relate thee ? greater now in thy return 
Than from the giant angels? thee that day 
Thy thunders magnify'd ; but to create 
Is greater than created to destroy. 
Who can impair thee, mighty King, or bound 
Thy empire ? Easily the proud attempt 
Of spirits apostate and their counsels vain 
Thou hast repell'd^ while impiously they thought 
Thee to diminisli, and from thee withdraw 
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The number of thy worshippers. Who seeks 
To lessen thee against his purpose serves 
To manifest the more thy might : his evil 
Thou usest, and from thence creates more good.* 
Witness this new-made world, another heaven^ 
From heaven-gate not far, founded in view 
Of the clear hyaline, the glassy sea ; 
Of amplitude almost immense, with stars 
Numerous, and ev'ry star perhaps a world 
Of destin'd habitation ; but thou know st 
Their seasons : among these the seat of men. 
Earth with her nether ocean drcumfus'd, 
Their pleasant dwelling-place. Thrice hsLppy men. 
And sons of men, whom God hath thus advanced, 
Created in bis image, there to dwell 
And worship him, and in reward to rule 
Over his works, on earth, in sea, or air. 
And multiply a race of worshijf^rs 
Holy and just : thrice happy if they know 
Their happmess, and persevere upright 

So sung they, and the empyrean rung 
With hallelujahs : thus was sabbath kept. 
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MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION, 

ON THE DBATH OF HIS SON. 
JANBSL 

I'M not desiga'd to aqr^bo lies beneath; 
Which knovni how osdesi to the dead and thee! 
Whoe'er thoa «rt, or iidi» or wise, or stronigy 
If thy proud heart is ansohda'd by grmecy 
Thou hast withm thy soal'^ amipearied ibe-^ 
Thy condemoatioB to inleiiiid shades! 



Life b uncertain — at the longest sh^i ! 
Loy the grave yawns — eternity's in yk^f ! 

Say, wretched sinner ! how wilt thoa eaaptf 
But one resource remains— To Jssus fly 
With eyes full streaming, and a broken heart : 
Thy staios his blood shall purge — his spirit guide 
Thy feet into the way of perfect peace. 
Thus ready for that dreaded, wish'd-for hour» 
Thro* Death^s cold shades thy soul shall fearless pan 
To some bless'd region, till the awful trump 
Proclaims the dawn of that eterdal day. 
In which with Jssus thoa shalt ever reign. 
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THB 

GRAND DISTINCTION 

BBTWUir TBI 

VIRTUOUS AND THE WICKED 

RESERVED FOR ANOTHER STATE. 

GLYNN. 

Look round the World ! with what a pMidl haihl 
The scale of blisis and mis'ry is sturtainM ! 
Beueatb the shade of cold obscurity 
Pale Virtue lies ; no arm stq^rts her head. 
No friendly voice speaks cbmfort t6 her soiil, 
Nor soft-eyM Pity drops a melting tear ; 
But in then* stead, Contempt and rude Disdain 
Insult the banish'd wand'rer. On she goes 
Neglected and forlorn : Disease, and Cold, 
And Famine, worst of ills, her steps attend 
Yet patient, and to Heaven^s just will resigned. 
She ne'er is seen to weep, or heard to sigh. 

Now turn your eyes to yon sweet-smelling bow'r. 
Where, flushM with all the insolence of wealth, 
^its pampered Vice ! for him th' Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours ; Gallia's hills 
For him pour nectar Irom the purple vine ; 
Nor think for these he pays the tiftute due 




998 

To HetTen : of Heaven he never names the name, 
Sa^ when» with imprecations dark and dire. 
He points hb jest obscene. Yet buxom Healtb 
Sits on his rosy cheek ; yet Honour gilds 
His high e!(ploits and downy-pinion'd Sleep 
Sheds a soft opiate o*er his peaceful couch. 

Scest thou this» righteous Father ! seest thou tUs 
And wilt thou newest repay? Shall good and ill 
Be cmrry'd undistinguish'd to the land 
Where all things are forgot ? Ah ! no; the day 
Will come when Virtue from the cloud shall burst 
That loQg obscured her beams ; when Sin shall fly 
Back to her native hell ; there sink eclips'd 
In penal darkness; where nor star shall rise. 
Nor ever sunshine pierce th' impervious gloom. 



THE 

UNREASONABLENESS 

OF 

DENYIXG A FUTURE STATE. 

GLYNN. 

Sceptic ! whoe'er thou art, who say'st the soul, 
That particle divine, which God's own breath 
Inspir*d into the mortal mass, shall rest 
Annihilate, till duration has unroU'd 
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never-ending line : tell, if thou know'st, 
ev'ry nation, ev'ry clime, though all 
ATS, in ritesy in manners disagree, 
ode consent ex})ect another world, 
e wickedness shall weep ? Why Painim bard§ 
id Elysian plains, Tartarean lakes, 
and Cocytus ? Tell why Mali's sons 
feign'd a paradise of mirth and love, 
uets and blooming nymphs ? Or rather, tell, 
on the brink of Orellana's stream, 
'e never science reared her sacred torch, 
tntutor^d Indian dreams of happier worids 
id the cloud-topt hill ? Why in each breast 
ic'd a friendly monitor, that prompts, 
ms, directs, encourages, forbids ? 
why on unknown evil grief attends; 
»y on secret good ? Why conscience acts 
tenfold force, when sickness, age, or pain^ 
Is tottering on the precipice of death ? 
hy such horror gnaws the guilty soul 
^g sinners ; while the good man sleeps 
^fiil and calm, and with a sm&e expires ? 
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GOD DECLARES THE DREADFUL CONSE- 
QUENCE OF ADAM'S SIN, 

TO HIM AND HIS POSTSRITT, 
UNLESS SATISFACTION IS MADE TO HIS JUSTICE, 

WHICH THE SON OF GOD UNDERTAKES. 

MILTON. 

M^AN disobeying, 
Disloyal breaks hiii fealty, and sins 
Against the high supremacy of Heaven. 
A^flfecting Godhead, and so losing all. 
To expiate his treason hath nought left. 
But to destruction sacred and devote. 
He, with his whole posterity, must die ; 
Die he or Justice must ; unless for him 
Some other able, and as willing, pay 
The rigid satisfaction, death for death. 
Say, heavenly Pow'rs, where shall we find such love? 
Which of ye will be mortal to redeem 
Man's mortal crime, the just, th' unjust to save ? 
Dwells in all Heaven charity so dear ? 

He ask*d, but all the heav'nly choir stood mute, 
And silence was in Heaven : on man's behalf 
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Patron or intercessor none appeared. 
Much less that durst upon his own head draw 
The deadly forfeiture, and ransom set 
And now without redemption all mankind 
Must have been lost, adjudg'd to death and hell 
By doom severe, had not the Son of God^ 
In whom the fulness dwells of love divine, 
His dearest mediation thus renewed. 

Father, thy word is past, Man shall find grace; 
And shall not Grace find means, that finds her way^ 
The ^)eediest of thy winged messengers. 
To visit all thy creatures, and to all 
Comes unprevented, unimplor'd, unsought* 
Happy for man, so coming, he her aid 
Can never seek, once dead in sins and lost; 
Atonement for himself or offering meet, 
Indebted and undone, hath none to bring : 
Behold me then ; me for him, life for life 
I offer ; on me let thine anger fall ; 
Account me man ; I for his sake will leave 
Thy bosom, and this glory next to thee 
Freely put off, and for him lastly die 
Well pleas'd ; on me let Death wreak all his rage : 
Under his gloomy power I shall not long 
Lie vanquished ; thou hast given me to possess 
Life in myself for ever ; by thee I hve^ 
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Though wm to Death I yield, and 9m his due, 
All that ofmecaa die; yel that debt paid. 
Thou wilt not leave bm ia the In a riMoa i e giave 
Hb prey, nor suffer my onspotted aool 
For e%'er with corraptioo there to dwdl ; 
But I shall rise ▼ictorioot, and nbdne 
My vanquisher, spoiTd of his vaonled ipofl ; 
Death his death's wound shall theareccive^ andstaop 
Inglorious, of his mortal sting disarmed, 
I through the ample air in triumph higli» 
Shall lead hell captive, maugie hell, and shew 
The powers of darkness bound. Thou at the sigbt 
Pleas'd, out of Heaven shalt k>ok down and smile; 
While by thee rais'd, I nun aU my foes. 
Death last, and with his carcass glut the grave ; 
Then with the multitude of my redeemed 
Shall enter Heaven long absent, and return. 
Father, to see thy face, wherein ne doud 
Of anger shall remain, but peace assured 
And recondlement ; wrath shall be no more 
Thenceforth, but in thy presence joy entke. 
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INCIDENTAL MISERIES 

ATTENDANT ON POVERTY. 

Pity the softows of a poor old man. 

Whose trembling limbs have borae him to your 
door ; 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span ; 

O give relief, and Heaven will bless your store! 

These tatter'd clothes my poverty bespeak. 

These hoary locks proclaim my length of years! 

And many a furrow in this grief-worn cheek 
Has been the channel of a stream of tears. 

Yon house, erected on a rising ground. 

With tempting aspect drew me Ifrom the road, 

For Plenty there a residence has found. 
And Grandeur a magnificent abode. 

Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 

Here, craving for a morsel of their bread, 
A paraper'd menial forced me from the door. 

To seek a shelter in an humbler shed. 

O take me to your hospitable dome ! 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold ; 
Short is my passage to the friendly tomb. 

For I am poor and miserably old. 
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Should I revclld the source of every grief. 
If soft humanity e'er touch'd your breast. 

Your hands would not withhold the kmd rdief. 
And tears of pity could not be represt. 

Heaven sends misfortunes^ why should we repine f 
Tb Heaven has brought me to the state you see ; 

And your condition may be soon like mine, 
The child of sorrow and of misery. 

A little farm was my paternal lot, 

There, like the lark, I sprightly haii'd the morn; 
But, ah ! Oppression forc'd me from my cot. 

My cattle.dy'd, and blighted was my com. 

My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur'd by a villain from her native home. 

Is cast abandoned on the world's wide stage. 
And doom'd in scanty poverty to roam. 

My tender wife, sweet soother of my care. 
Struck with sad anguish at the stem decree. 

Fell, ling^g fell ! a victim to Despair, 
And left the world to wretchedness and me. 



FINiS. 
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